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Author's Notes: 
The first Soilwork fanfiction to ever exist because | have to write gay smut for every band | love. This wil 
have multiple chapters because | got carried away. Also Bjorn is my favorite method of comic relief. | hope 


everyone who reads this (probably like 3 people will ever read this) finds as much enjoyment out of this as | 
did writing it. 


When Bastian first started drumming for Soilwork, he connected with Sylvain right away. The other band 
members were friendly and had good chemistry, but Sylvain was the one he ended up spending the most time 
with at the beginning. Perhaps it was due to them being the only non-Swedes; Bastian was Danish and Sylvain 
was French. Perhaps it was their obsessions with their instruments and perfecting their crafts. Sylvain's guitar 
was like another limb - he always had one in hand. And Bastian was the same way with percussion, spending 
hours practicing, coming up with ideas, learning new techniques, and watching other people play. They bonded 
over their love for music. It also could be that Sylvain was just a very friendly human that wanted to make 
Bastian feel at home as the new guy. 


However, all of that was spoiled the day David sidled up to Bastian after flicking his spent cigarette onto the 


ground. The guitarist smirked and leaned into his ear to speak. 
"You know he's in love with you, right?" 


He was, of course, referring to Sylvain, who had just handed Bastian a cup of coffee he'd purchased down the 


street from the venue they were playing that evening. 


Sylvain had wandered far enough away to speak to Sven, so Bastian and David could speak in low tones and not 


be heard. 

"Excuse me?" was all Bastian could muster. 

"Is so obvious to everyone. Did he bring anybody else coffee this morning?" 

"Well, | don't - I'm not sure, but | didn't see--" 

"And you two are always attached at the hip, so you probably don't notice it, but when you're away from him, 
he wanders around like a lost pup. He needs his cute litte drummer boy around to keep him feeling young. Plus, 
he's always staring at you." 

Bastian gaped at David, trying to figure out if the guitarist was being sarcastic. But why go through the 
lengths for something like this? David was not one to create unnecessary drama for his own amusement. Sure, 
he'd observe drama from the sidelines and get a kick out of it, but start it himself? Never. 

"Well, what do | do?" 


David shrugged, smiling his little knowing smile, "It depends on how you want things to go." 


Bastian didn't know how he wanted things to go. Up until ten seconds ago, he hadn't assumed there was a way 
for things to go when it came to his relationship with his bandmate. 


So, stupidly, he told David, "I don't know." 


At that point, Bjorn had stepped off the tour bus and joined them, stretching, hiding tired eyes behind 
sunglasses. He asked what they were talking about, and then David began speaking to him in Swedish. 


Annoyed, knowing they were talking about him, Bastian listened hard to pick out key words. He knew they were 
talking about Sylvain and him fucking - what was that about? 


"We're not fucking," he interrupted in English. 


"Hmm, yet," David said, and Bjorn laughed. 


‘Leave him alone, Dr. Dave," the singer said, draping his arm around Bastian. "He probably didn't even know 


Sylvain swings both ways." 


David leaned in, "Well, if you find yourself interested, Sylvain most certainly returns the feelings." He 


straightened, "Now, who wants breakfast? I'll throw some bacon on the grill.” 


The problem with touring, Bastian learned quickly, was that you could not simply avoid your band mates at any 
given time. They were always around, whether you wanted them to be or not. And normally, Bastian had no 
issue with that - he was thriving being around the Soilwork guys. They got along swimmingly. But he hadn't 
had more than five minutes to process this new information about Sylvain before the devil himself was at his 


side, watching David cook breakfast. 


"How do you like the coffee?" he asked, bright and smiling as always, his accent thick. Bastian was afraid to look 
at him straight on, so he took a sip of his coffee, giving himself pause before having to answer. He felt Bjorn 
staring at him from a few meters away. 


"Its, ah, very good, thank you." 
"Good. | was afraid it would be too bitter, so | had them put a little extra cream in it" 


Bastian nodded and stared hard at the cup of coffee. Now every word Sylvain spoke to him would be riddled 
with his own made-up subtext. What did Sylvain really mean when he said "a little extra cream," anyway? Was 


he trying to show that he had put extra effort in to gain Bastian's affections? 


Bastian had taken his bacon and toasted bun to a curb to sit on, and Sylvain, of course, grabbed his breakfast 
and joined him, close enough that their sides touched. Why did he have to sit so close? And why did it increase 


Bastian's heart rate now, when it never had before? 


Unknowing of the turmoil in the mind of the drummer next to him, Sylvain eagerly recounted a drunken 
anecdote from the previous time they'd played in this particular city. Bastian slowly chewed his bacon, not 


really tasting it, and mentally checked out of the conversation. 
After a while, Sylvain seemed to notice the younger one wasn't responding. 


"You okay?" he asked, bumping his knee against Bastian's. He had finished his breakfast while Bastian was stil 


chewing on the same piece of bacon he had been for the last few minutes. 


"Hmm? Oh, yeah, just tired," Bastian said, and finally gave Sylvain a reassuring glance. It was at this point that 
he remembered, yeah, Sylvain was a pretty handsome mon. Never had Bastian been nervous under the gaze of 
those big, friendly brown eyes until this moment. He quickly looked away again, trying not to think about how 
attractive the guitarist was. Fucking David 


| think we have a hotel room tonight,” Sylvain mentioned helpfully, "Maybe you can get some good sleep after 
the show?" 


He stood to toss his plate in a nearby garbage can, then came back over. Bastian braved a glance up at the 


guitarist and saw he was, as usual, smiling. 


"| was going to check out this record store down the street with Bjorn, Markus, and David. Care to join us? 


Unless, of course, you are too tired." 
Bastian was never one to turn down a visit to a record store, even if it meant remaining close to Sylvain while 
his head was still spinning. He also would hate to miss out on going anywhere other than the tour bus and the 


venue. 


"Ah, yes. A little journey will do me some good," the drummer said, and stood. He offered the remainder of his 
plate to Sven, who took it with a grunt of thanks before resuming his poker tournament on his phone. 


Bjorn, Markus, and David led the way down the street, but not before David sent a knowing smirk Bastian's 


way. The drummer was a few paces back with Sylvain and glared back at him. 
Meanwhile, Sylvain was fussing about Bastian not eating all his breakfast. 
| hope you're not getting sick," he worried "Loss of appetite is a sign of a cold" 


"| had a large dinner last night," said Bastian, who didn't even remember what he ate for dinner last night"l'm 


fine. Promise.” 
"Maybe have David look at you before the show?" 
Did Sylvain always hover like this and Bastian hadn't noticed until now? 


"He's fine," Dr. Dave, who had heard their conversation, tossed back at them. "I looked at him already this 


morning, and every day before that. It's hard not to when you're on such a tiny tour bus." 


They all laughed at that, and while Bastian appreciated his friend's concern, he wondered if there truly was 
something deeper there. He still didn't see it - couldn't see what David insisted was there. 


A few minutes later, when they were in the record store, Bastian did see it. If Sylvain wasn't touching him 
with his close proximity, he was calling him over to look at something he found At one point, Sylvain had placed 
his hand on the small of Bastian's back to get his attention While Sylvain was distracted picking through a 
section of death metal vinyls, Bastian sneaked off to talk to David. 


"He's just French. It's French mannerisms," he said in a low voice, trying to convince himself more than David. 


The doctor got that stupid grin on his face again. "He's just..being a friendly French person, and we're not used 


to it ‘cuz we're standoffish Scandinavians!" 


"lve known him much longer than you have, snygging He adores you." David must've seen the stressed look on 
his face, because he added, "You know, he'll be fine if you let him down easy. | think it's puppy love, more than 


anything. And an urge to protect someone much younger than him. You're like his son" 
'|--" Bastian opened his mouth to speak, but David went on, 

‘His son that he wants to fuck" 

"For fanden" Bastian hissed under his breath, and turned around to leave the store. 


Sylvain didn't question him about leaving the record store abruptly. Bastian was relieved. The man sat next to 
him back stage as they all warmed up for the show. Bjorn was loosening up his vocal chords in the most over- 
the-top way possible, purely for his own entertainment. David and Markus were halfway inebriated. Sven was 
tucked into himself in the corner on his phone, hood on his jacket yanked up over his long hair. 


The show went on without a hitch - mostly, until they went to close with "Stabbing the Drama’ and Sylvain 
came over to the drum riser and stuck out his tongue at his band mate. Bastian, so distracted, lost his grip on 
the drumstick and it flew away, narrowly missing the guitarist's face. He quickly pulled a backup stick from 
behind him and resumed without missing a beat, throwing an apologetic look to Sylvain. Sylvain raised an 


eyebrow at him, laughed, and jumped off the riser back to his side of the stage. 


Bastian felt even worse when he saw Born stumble, apparently over the stray drumstick. The singer picked it 
up, swung around to face the drummer with an amused look on his face, and tossed the stick out to the 


crowd. 


| nearly died," Bjorn exclaimed dramatically, retelling the night as the band and crew relaxed in the front lounge 
of the bus after the show. "Suddenly, out of nowhere, a drumstick appeared behind me!" 


"After it almost impaled me!" Sylvain inserted, laughing. 


"Bastian's trying to kill us all," David joked from behind a glass of whiskey. "That's what we get for not calling it 
quits when Dirk left 


Bastian rested contentedly, buzzed from a few drinks, squeezed between Sven and Sylvain on the couch. He took 
their jokes in stride, happy to have the opportunity to be touring in the United States with a band that he had 
previously been a fan of. They blasted classic rock on Bjorn's record player and sang along, only becoming more 


inebriated as the night went on 


A couple hours’ journey led them to the hotel they'd be spending the evening in 


"Cutting costs, | s‘pose," Jimmy, their stage manager said, handing a keycard to Sven and regarding Sylvain and 
Bastian as well. "You three will be sharing tonight. You can figure out the bed situation amongst yourselves." 


"IFs already figured out," Sven said, looking pointedly at the two next to him. Bastian had been leaning most of 
his weight on Sylvain as they waited in the lobby, both of them drunk - and Sylvain's arm was around the 


drummer's waist, holding him up. "They're quite comfortable together." 
"Hmm," was all Bastian had to offer. 


The drummer, dead tired, crawled into bed immediately upon entering the room. Sven took the time to change 
and relax on the opposite bed, scrolling through his phone and listening to something in his headphones. Sylvain 


went right for the shower, joining Bastian in the bed several minutes later, smelling of fresh pine. 


"I will try to stay on my side of the bed," the Frenchman joked softly, pulling the covers up to his shoulders 


and turning away onto his side to face the wall. 


‘Mmmph," Bastian replied intelligently, and shifted closer to his friend until he could wrap his arms around him. 
Big spoon 


"Okay," Sylvain chuckled, "I guess this is fine, too." 
Bastian tucked his head in the crook of the guitarists shoulder. 
"Y'smell good," he slurred happily. 


"Thank you. Good night, Bastian," he said, and put his arms over the drummer's hands, allowing him to stay 


there. 
Eventually, Sven turned off the lights and Bastian fell deep asleep. 


The slightest bit of gray light was visible when Bastian cracked his eyes open some hours later. He figured it 
had to be around 5:30am. He still had plenty of time to sleep before wakeup call at 8:30. He found himself cozy 
warm, but his arm under Sylvain had fallen asleep and his dick had gotten half hard. Gently, he extracted 
himself and rolled onto his back The last thing he wanted was to wake up his band mate with his erection 
against his ass. Sylvain stirred next to him, flipping over as well, and cuddled into Bastian's side. 


Drunk Bastian was always touchy-feely with his friends, cuddling with whomever would allow it. Drunk Bastian 
had no qualms about pressing up to his friend last night, despite learning earlier in the day that said friend had 
feelings for him. 


Sober Bastian realized this was probably a bad idea. He did not intend to lead Sylvain on, hurt him, when he 
wasn't sure if he felt that way about the guitarist yet. This was all very new to him. He was attracted to the 


man, sure, but he didn't want to make any decisions that would result in bad blood. 


As Sylvain cuddled into him, Bastian put his arm around his shoulder to hold him close. What was a cuddle 
between two friends, after all? 


Bastian woke with a jerk at their morning alarm and scrambled to turn it off. Sylvain was disentangling himself 
from their position together, sitting up in bed and yawning. He mussed a hand through his silver hair and 
looked down at Bastian, smiling. Was he ever not smiling? 

"Mmmfuck," they heard Sven curse into his pillow. "For fan i helvete." 


"Breakfast time," Sylvain softly sing-songed, and climbed out of bed to get ready for the day. 


Bastian sat up, realizing he had a light headache. He stood, shuffled through his bag for some medicine, and 
then checked his phone, waiting for Sylvain to finish up in the bathroom so he could shave and shower. 


The Soilwork group chat had some new messages, so Bastian clicked into it to find a photo of himself and 
Sylvain snuggled in bed together, clearly taken from Sven's side of the room at some point the previous night. 
The nicknames in the chat were aptly chosen by Bjorn many months ago. 

Svenne Banan: lmagejpg 

Svenne Banan: Enjoying their evening together. 

Speed: Fave couple! 

Tall Man: Aww! 

Dr Dave: Precious moments like this make life worth living :) 

Silver Fox: Bastian is a good cuddle partner! 

Speed: Bas-vain forever! <3 

Speed: Bas-syl? 

Speed: Syl-tian. 

Dr. Dave: | like Bassyl. Has a musical ring to it. 


Little Drummer Boy: Cute, guys. 


Silver Fox: :) 


Little Drummer Boy: Stop texting in the bathroom, Sylvain, | have to pee. 
Silver Fox: :( 

Speed: First couple's quarrel 

Dr. Dave: Long live Bas-Syll 

Svenne Banan: Image;jpg 


That photo was of Bastian, this very second, smiling down at his phore like a dumbass. He turned and glared at 
Sven, who chuckled and pocketed his phone, standing to grab his bags. 


"m headin! down for breakfast. Catch you ina bit" 
"See you." 


The next few messages in the chat were David and Bjorn goofing off, so Bastian put down his phone and took 
the time to make sure all of his things were together in his bathroom caddy. 


Sylvain exited the bathroom, wiping his hands with a towel. His hair was combed neatly into place and he had 
put on his glasses. He looked tired, but perked up when he saw the drummer looking at him. He looked 
absolutely breathtaking. 


"Bathroom is yours, Your Highness," he said, and gestured with a ridiculous bow. 


Bastian snorted and went to skirt the Frenchman to get to the bathroom when something came over him. 


Purposefully, he dropped his hand down and brushed his fingertips against Sylvain's hand as he walked by. 


Sylvain looked at him, surprise written on his face, and drew back his hand, apologizing as though the touch 
had been accidental. So much for being subtle, Bastian thought. 


But he paused, giving Sylvain what he hoped was a flirtatious smile, and brushed his hand one more time 
before passing. 


Sylvain reached out and grasped his wrist, stopping him. Bastian's heart rate sped up. 


They looked at each other for a moment, Bastian willing the guitarist to make a move. But Sylvain looked away 


shyly and released his wrist, allowing the man to continue to his shower. 
Ill see you downstairs?" he asked. 


"What? Oh, yeah," Bastian said awkwardly, and ducked away into the bathroom, locking himself in it. 


For a while, he stared at himself in the mirror. 

"The fuck are you doing, Thusgaard?" he muttered to himself. "This isn't grade school." 

He needed to think of a game plan. While David insisted Sylvain was in love with him, Bastian still wasn't fully 
convinced. He didn't want to dive into this headfirst and end up embarrassing himself. The other day, he never 
would have considered having romantic feelings for his bandmate. Yet now, the silver-haired guitarist was the 
only thing on his mind. 

He decided to take advantage of his time alone in the shower. It was hard to jerk off on the tour bus or in a 
club bathroom without getting caught. Here, Bastian could relieve himself in peace, without the worry of being 
walked in on. 

He made Sylvain the subject of his fantasies today. He pictured the older man on his knees in front of him, 
eager, grinning at his cock. He would take it in his mouth and work it with his hands. He probably had years of 
experience and was incredible at giving head. He'd moan around Bastian's dick, pull away and beg for the 


drummer to cum all over his face. Bastian would maybe miss a few drops and they'd land in that silver hair. 


Bastian braced himself against the shower wall as he brought himself off, legs shaking as he came harder than 


he had in a while. 


After his shower, he felt guilty. Surely it was some sort of invasion of privacy, somehow, to use the image of 


Sylvain to get off? All he knew was that he would not be able to face his friend at breakfast. 


They ate at the hotel's complimentary breakfast. No seats were available next to Sylvain. Bastian grabbed a 
bagel and a yogurt and sat next to David, carefully avoiding the Frenchman's gaze. 


"Morning, sunshine," the doctor greeted. "Got your appetite back today?" 
Bastian smiled a little. "Yeah, | guess so." 

"Feeling in tip-top shape, yes?" 

"Um," Bastian said, having taken a bite of his bagel, "yeah." 


David now regarded his fellow guitarist, who was down the table a few chairs, "No need to worry about Bastian 


today, Sylvain. He is feeling welll" 


Sven said something in Swedish which had the other men chuckling. Sylvain smiled, despite not understanding, 


and Bastian managed to decipher some of it as, "a lover's touch heals." 


Thank goodness Sylvain didn't speak Swedish. 


Deux. 


Author's Notes: 
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"Why does everyone seem to think we're lovers all of the sudden?" 


Bastian was walking out to the tour bus, Sylvain flanking him. He glanced at the Frenchman, who was apparently 


more observant than he realized, and shrugged. 
"| think it's because we're such good friends," he guessed. 


"Ah. | suppose we do spend a lot of time together, hmm?" Sylvain agreed, adjusting his guitar case on his 


back. 

"| wouldn't worry about it" 

"l'm not worried. | find it funny!" 

On the bus, Bastian sat in the back lounge and played video games with some of the crew. Luckily, Sylvain 
hung in the front for most of the journey. 

It wasn't that Bastian didn't want to be around the man. On the contrary, he wanted to be around him too 
much. It sucked being apart from the friend he had grown so close to. He could take the joking from his band 
mates; the problem was now the jokes might be hitting a little too close to home. 

Sylvain was bi. 

Sylvain had never told him that. 

They were good friends, but Sylvain had never told him he was bi. 

Bastian supposed that wasn't that big of a deal. Sylvain didn't speak of sex often but had mentioned ex 
girlfriends on occasion He had always assumed the man was straight. He supposed that was his own problem, 
not Sylvain's. He considered himself to be open-minded, and Sylvain was not required to disclose his sexuality to 


everyone he knew. Truly, it was none of anyone's business. 


Except now David had made it Bastian's business. 


Bastian generally favored women most of his life, but some men had caught his eye. He had a little 
experience playing that field and had enjoyed his interactions with male partners. Never had he dated a man, 


though. They had all strictly been hookups. 

Sylvain was worth more than a hookup. Sure, Bastian would happily take the handsome older man to bed 
with him, but he didn't want it to be one-and-done. Sylvain was a good man, one that deserved to be romanced 
and treated as wonderfully as he treated those around him. Bastian was starting to find that he wanted to be 
that person for Sylvain 

Bastian recalled Sylvain mentioning a recent girlfriend back in France. They'd only been dating a few months 
before Sylvain had to embark on tour. Her name was Maria. Suddenly, Bastian wanted to hear about the status 
of Maria. Was she still in the picture? What did she even look like? Sylvain had never showed him a picture. 

"How's Maria?" was the idiotic way Bastian greeted Sylvain as they exited the bus at the venue. 

"Hmm? Oh. She is okay, | suppose. Why do you ask?" 


"| don't know. You hadn't mentioned her in a while, so | was just wondering if things were going well." 


Sylvain shrugged. "We put things on hold because of the tour. I'm not sure she'll be interested in seeing me 


again when we get back It was fairly casual" 
"So you don't talk to her?" 
"Occasionally l'll text her. She responds part of the time. But she is busy with work’ 
They helped unload the trailer. 
"What does Maria do for work?" Bastian asked as he and Sylvain lugged some floor toms into the building, 


"She is an adjunct professor of finance at a university in Nancy," Sylvain said, but he was starting to 


regard Bastian with more perplexity. "We aren't that serious or anything.’ 
"Oh." 


Bastian was relieved. Maria wasn't a serious girlfriend. Sylvain clearly had no feelings one way or the other 


about her. 


He and Sylvain were at a cafe down the street having lunch. Sylvain was ecstatic because the chocolate 
croissants were "just like the ones back home!" They sat across from each other in the mostly empty building, 
enjoying the peaceful atmosphere. Jazz music played quietly over the speakers and the smell of coffee was 


comforting. 


"Does your danish taste like a Danish danish?" the guitarist asked with a silly smirk. Bastian grinned at him. 

"Not quite," he said, “but it is delicious!" 

Bastian was having a hard time keeping his eyes off the Frenchman. He looked no different than usual, yet 
Bastian felt as though he was viewing him through a new lens. Beard evenly trimmed, silver curls in place, 
brown eyes bright and lively. He was dressed, as usual, in his leather jacket and black jeans. Bastian wasn't sure 
he'd seen him wear anything other than black. He didn't mind. It brought out the creaminess of his skin and the 
emotions in his eyes. It gathered the focus to his face, and Sylvain had a good face. 


"You have a good face," Bastian decidedly said out loud. 


"Oh!" Sylvain exclaimed, genuine smile plastering itself onto his face after he swallowed a bite of pastry. 


"Well, thank you! You have a good face, too, Bastian" 
Bastian blushed and made eye contact with his latte for the rest of their lunch. 


"Did Sylvain ever tell you he liked me, or did you just make it up in that galactic brain of yours?" Bastian 


asked David later that afternoon outside the tour bus, about an hour before doors opened. 


The Swede smirked at him - that damn smirk - and said, "He might've mentioned his fondness for you, 


once." 
"What? Really? What did he say?" 


"Well, he was very drunk at the time, and drunkenness plus a heavy French accent don't bode well together. 


But I'm fairly certain he said something along the lines of ‘Id date Bastian” 

"That's it? That's all he said?" 

"Well, he also described to me in great detail all the dirty things he wanted to do to you, and | don't want 
to spoil that exciting discovery if you choose to go down that road with him. Plus | couldn't understand a lot of 
it. There was a lot of Frenchlish in there." 

"When was this?" Bastian asked, reddening. 

"Oh, last week sometime." 

"Where the hell was |?" 


"Drunk off your ass, probably." 


"Did anyone else hear him say that stuff?" 


"Oh, yeah. Bjorn joined in. Started asking him specifics. Like what sorts of objects he'd like to insert into 
your---" 

He faded off as Sven stepped out of the tour bus with a bag of chips at that time and joined them, 
offering the bag to the guitarist and drummer. 


"S'posed to storm tonight," he announced as David took a handful. "Flash flood warnings. Hope we still get a 


good turnout." 


"There have been folks queuing since this morning," David said, "I'm sure it'll be fine and everyone will be 


safe." 


How was soaking wet Sylvain even hotter than dry Sylvain? 


Bastian pondered this as they hurriedly helped to reload their equipment on the trailer after the evening's 
show. Rain poured down and lightning threatened in the distance. Bastian was grateful the power didn't go out 


while they were on stage. 


His and Sylvain's clothes were soaked all the way through. The Frenchman's silver curls were laced with 
water droplets, short ringlets hanging damply over his forehead. His skin was glistening and his shirt was 
plastered to him, showcasing the slim body beneath. 


The only thing keeping Bastian from stopping and staring was the waterfall being unleashed from the skies. 


They hurried onto the bus after doing their part in packing up. The bus was loud with everyone chatting 
about the evening, still high off the energy from the show. Bjorn had some ABBA blasting on his record player 
and was singing and dancing with David and Markus. Sven watched with mild amusement, tucked into a corner 


as usual. 


Sylvain went straight to the bunks to strip from his wet stage clothes into dry ones, Bastian in tow. The 
Dane's eyes raked hungrily over the Sylvain's damp, naked back. He desperately wanted to run his fingers all 
over. Wanted to know what it would feel like to press him down into a mattress, push on that pale, 


unblemished expanse of olive skin and take control.. 


"Excuse me," he said, shaking those thoughts and trying to slide past the man to get to his own bunk. 
Sylvain went to move, but at that same time, Bastian slipped on his wet shoes and went down, scrambling to 
hold onto the nearest thing to him. That thing happened to be Sylvain, and the Frenchman fell down with him 
with a thud and a surprised yelp. 


"Ow," Bastian groaned, having landed on his shoulder with Sylvain's full weight on him. The positive of this 
situation was that now Bastian knew what that unblemished expanse of pale olive skin felt like while wet and 


slippery and warm. Oh, so warm. 


Sylvain was trying to get up in the small space, but he was struggling. He slipped and landed back down, 
slotting tightly between Bastian's chest and the wall of the bunk. Bastian had no where else to put his arm 
except around Sylvain's bare waist, and so that's what he did. Sylvain's ass was creating a nice pressure 
against Bastian's crotch, and his wiggling as he tried to get up was making blood rush down to that area. 
Bastian squeezed his eyes shut for a moment, willing his body to stop reacting. 


"I'm - Im stuck," the guitarist gasped, laughing uncontrollably as he tried to grab at the bottom of his 
bunk. Bastian joined him in laughter, becoming too weakened to extract himself from the tight squeeze. 
Eventually, Markus wandered into the bunk area and saw the two men stuck there. 


"You two good? Want help or want me to just leave you there?" 


That caused the men to laugh harder, and soon David was peaking into the hallway to see what the ruckus 
was. 


"This is way too cute. Bastian looks quite comfortable," the guitarist chuckled, watching as Markus pulled 
first Sylvain, then Bastian, from the rubble. 


"Thank---" Sylvain tried to speak, and then lost his footing again, this time taking Markus with him. Bastian 
jumped back, slipping but keeping upright, and doubled over in laughter. The tall bass player was reminiscent of 
a long-legged spider as he grasped around him for something to lift himself up with before he crushed the 


small guitar player beneath him. 


"Ah, fan" David said, stroking his beard, "Sylvain, you okay? Markus, don't crush the precious cargo. We 
need those magical fingers." 


‘lm fine! | think!" the man said, his voice muffled by Markus's back. 
"What about you, Bastian?" 
"Think | banged my elbow, but I'll survive," Bastian wheezed. 


"Don't worry about mel" Markus said, and managed to climb off of Sylvain before helping the man up for 
the second time. 


"Maybe let's throw some towels down on the ground to mop some of this water up," David suggested. 
"And that's why you have the PhD!" Markus told him. 


Now in dry clothes, Sylvain and Bastian joined Markus in the back lounge to watch a movie while the rest 
of the guys partied up front. 


The drummer and guitarist fell asleep against each other. Markus finished the movie and returned to his 


bunk, leaving them to snooze. 


Bastian woke himself with a full body cough. He wheezed, gasping for air, as a coughing fit wracked his 
body. Sylvain, who had ended up using his lap as a pillow, jerked upright at the sudden disturbance. 


"Water? Yes?" Sylvain asked, leaping to his feet, and Bastian nodded, trying to gain control of his coughing. 


Overcast light shown gray in the lounge. It was morning, probably around 1:00 or 8:00. Rain pattered on 
the roof and the familiar sway of the bus would lull anyone back to sleep. 


Sylvain was gone and back with a bottle of water, unscrewing the cap and handing it to the younger mon. 
Bastian took several gulps, clearing his throat after swallowing. 
"| think I'm good now," he said, and sniffled. "But getting soaking wet last night did me no favors." 


"Luckily we have David," Sylvain said, and sat back down next to Bastian, placing his arm around the 


drummer's back and rubbing him comfortingly. "We will take care of you." 


They sat like that for a while, and Bastian tilted his head against Sylvain's chest. He smelled of sweat and 
cigarette smoke and musk. Bastian found he liked it. Began to drift off again. 


Sylvain sneezed and Bastian jumped. 


"| guess David will have to take care of both of us," Bastian laughed. He sat his water bottle on the ground 
and stretched, yawning. 


"We've five hours drive to the next city," Sylvain told him. "| asked when | went up front. We might as well 


go back to our bunks, get some sleep, no?" 
‘lm comfy here," Bastian whined, wrapping his arms around his friend. 
"It is nice," Sylvain said innocently. "You are very warm and comfy to lay on" 
"Mmhmm," Bastian sniffled and pushed his friend down onto the couch so he could tuck himself against his 
waist. Sylvain gave way easily and they wrapped their arms around each other before falling asleep again 
"/ never though it would happen! | feel quite the same." 


Bastian startled awake the second time that morning as Bjorn Strid burst into the back lounge, belting Toto 
lyrics with all 6'5" of his might. 


Sylvain shouted in surprise, apparently startled as well, and pushed up into a sitting position. 

"| don't want to hurt you anymore!" 

"Good morning to you, too, Bjorn," Bastian said, rubbing sleep out of his eyes. 

"More like afternoon," the singer said, leaning against one of the storage cabinets and looking down at them 
in amusement. "We're at the venue and sound check is in fifteen minutes. David said to let you two sleep 
because you were too cute to disturb." 


"Merde," Sylvain rasped, and then it was his turn to fall into a coughing fit. 


"Oh, yay," Bjorn cheered, "Here comes the bus flu! Make sure you get lots of vitamins from Dr. Dave. Build 
those immune systems back up!" 


He turned and rapped his fist on the doorway a couple of times, calling over his shoulder, "See you two 


inside! You know / love you, ninety-nine! 

| can't believe we slept so long," Bastian said, reaching around for his discarded water bottle. 

"Mmhmm," Sylvain agreed dismissively, getting to his feet in a rush. It was at that moment that Bastian 
realized the Frenchman was trying to flee the scene in order to conceal an erection that was currently tenting 
up his sweatpants. 


Oh. 


Morning wood, obviously. It happened to Bastian all the time. It had nothing to do with him and everything 
to do with Sylvain's normal bodily functions. 


He wanted to stop Sylvain, tell him it was okay, tell him he would help him with it, even. But he bit his 
tongue, afraid of making this awkward. Plus, they only had ten minutes to get changed and out of the bus. He 
knew if Sylvain ever gave him the opportunity to be intimate with him, Bastian would want to spend hours 
doing it. 


Maybe Bastian was the one in love. 


Sound check dragged. They played through a couple of songs, and then they had a meet and greet before 
doors. All Bastian wanted to do was crawl into his bunk. 


Bastian and Sylvain were as kind and receptive to the fans as usual, despite feeling ill. After the meet and 


greet, everyone broke off to relax before the show. 


Bastian found David on the bus and went to speak to him, but instead he sneezed and started coughing. 
"Say no more," the guitarist said, opening his medicine stash and shoving a Dayquil and some vitamin C 
tablets at him. "Drink plenty of fluids. There's still some Gatorade in the fridge. Have that or orange juice and 

plenty of water. No alcohol." 

"Sylvair's sick, too. Didn't do us good to be out in the rain, | don't think" 

"IFI go through the whole bus," David said with a shrug. "Best we can do is stay hydrated and hope for 
the best. Ah-" Bastian was reaching for the coffee pot, but stopped when the doctor stretched out a hand, "- 
-I'd avoid coffee." 


Bastian sighed and nodded, grabbing a Gatorade from the fridge. 


He hung out in the back lounge until the show, drinking plenty of fluids as advised. His headache had gone 


away, but his nose wouldn't stop running and he was beginning to get a sore throat. 

Sylvain joined him after a while, handing him a coffee. 

"David said no coffee," Bastian lamented, but took the cup anyway, grateful for the ill-advised caffeine. 

"Oh. Oops." 

They sat there in contented silence (sprinkled with occasional sniffles), Sylvain scrolling through his phone 
while Bastian transcribed drum parts on his laptop. The younger man kept recalling earlier in the day to himself 
when he had seen Sylvain concealing the tent in his pants. He wanted to see it again, but this time he wanted 
to be the reason it was there. He forced himself to think about other things after he felt his own dick stirring 
under the security of his laptop. 

The show went okay that evening. The turnout hadn't been spectacular due to failings on a promoter's end. 

The drinking and partying was starting to catch up to the caravan of Scandinavians, and they were more 


low-key as they loaded everything that evening. 


Bastian retired straight to his bunk, thoughts of a silver-haired guitarist lulling him to sleep. 


Trois. 
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The next few days were rough. Bjorn had caught whatever Sylvain and Bastian had, and the singer getting 
sick was a very slippery slope. The shows weren't great, with Bjorn's normally strong voice giving out a few 
times. The crowds weren't feeding off of the low energy of the band. Eventually most of the band and crew 
caught some form of sickness, rendering them all weak and miserable. Bastian mostly kept to his bunk when 


not performing, trying to rest as much as possible 


They were at some truck stop in Montana on the way to the show in Seattle when they stopped for the 
evening's hotel. There was not much to do; there were a few restaurants next to the hotel but everything 
else was farmland, stretching out for miles in all directions. The road-weary Swedes (and Frenchman and Dane) 
pooled out of the bus into the parking lot as the sun was setting. 


"Okay, guys," Jimmy said, handing them each their room keys, "Get some rest. This hotel has a pool and 
hot tub for those interested. Don't get drunk and belligerent. Have a good night." 


Bastian and Sylvain, on the cusp of healing from their colds, were excited for the hot tub. After dropping 
their bags in their room, they headed down to the indoor pool, surprised to find the area totally empty. 


"Perfect," Sylvain said, pleased. He headed for the hot tub and stripped off his t-shirt before getting in. 
Bastian followed, and as he sank into the tub, he presented Sylvain with the bottle of Gammel Dansk he had 


snuck in. 


"Ahh," the man said, grinning, as he opened the bottle and took a swig. He handed it back and Bastian did the 


same, enjoying the burn as it trickled down his throat. 


They let the jets in the tub relax them and massage worn muscles. They sat mostly in contented silence, 


occasionally drinking from the bottle of bitters until they were really feeling the heat. 
After a while, Bastian announced, laced with a giggle, "I'm drunk." 
"And | am getting there," Sylvain laughed, his cheeks rosy. "Feels good" 


"Sylvain," Bastian said after a while, Gammel Dansk pressed to his lips in thought, "Why did you never tell 


me you were bisexual?" 


Sylvain looked at him, "Oh? | never mentioned it?" 


"No, you didn't. David told me." 
"Ah. | hope - | hope it doesn’t bother you?" the guitarist said, worry creasing his face. 


"Oh, no! No, Sylvain, | have no problem with it at all, | promise," the Dane said, reaching out to touch the 


man's arm as he visibly relaxed. "No, | just figured it was something that would have come up, you know?" 


"| suppose," Sylvain said, taking the bottle of bitters as Bastian handed it to him. "| have never felt a need 


To announce my sexuality. | feel it doesn't matter unless it involves the person l'm telling, you see." 


"That makes sense. I'm sorry for bringing it up," Bastian apologized, pulling back his hand. "But if we're - um 
- talking about it already, I'm actually also into both men and women" 


Sylvain looked at him, eyes searching his face. His usual smile was gone in favor of him biting his lip. 
After a while he said, "Really?" 
Bastian nodded, grinning sheepishly. "It wasn't obvious?" 


Sylvain chuckled, smile coming back. "I guess | don't have - what do they call it in America? Gaydar, or 


whatever. But thanks for feeling like you could tell me this." 


"Yeah," Bastian said, rubbing the back of his neck. "I guess I'm kind of like you that way, | don't really tell 
anyone about my sexuality unless it directly affects that person" 


They went quiet for a moment, studying each other with shy smiles. 


"Yet we both told each other." the guitarist trailed off, watching his friend. 
Bastian took another swig, finishing off the bottle. He set it aside before putting an arm around Sylvain's 
shoulders and pulling him in for a kiss. 


His eyes flew shut as their lips met. Sylvain's calloused fingertips were on his face, and in their drunken 


states, it was as if everything was happening in slow motion and fast forward at the same time. 


Every time Bastian shut his eyes and opened them again, he was in a new position. It was like he was 
watching a stop motion film. Sylvain in his lap - Sylvaints face in his neck - Sylvain's hands brushing between 
his thighs - Bastian sliding up - out of the tub - Sylvain on top of him on the cold, wet tile, nice heavy weight 
- stumbling to their feet - grasping their things between kisses - feeling each other up as they stumbled 
down the hall, trying to find the elevator - finding the elevator. They broke apart there, gathering their 


bearings, and Bastian desperately tried to remember what floor they were on. 


"Third floor," Sylvain offered, pressing the button before pushing the drummer against the elevator door, 
raking his hands down the younger man's chest. Sylvain tasted of herbal Gammel Dansk and heat. He smelled of 
pine body wash and chlorine. 


They got to their floor too quickly. They nearly fell out of the elevator, and Bastian started heading in the 
wrong direction. Sylvain grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him the other way toward their room, shushing 
the drummer as he giggled too loudly. 


Sylvain dug through his things for the key card. As he pulled it out, Bastian pressed him against the door, 
pushing his hips against him to show how hard the Frenchman had made him. 


"Shit," Sylvain breathed, being responsible enough to break away and let them into the room. 


The stop motion continued. Sylvain ravishing him against the door - Bastian tripping as he discarded his 
shorts - falling onto the bed - Sylvain crawling on top of him - Sylvain kissing him hard and pressing his hips 
down - oh, Sylvain was naked now - and, oh shit, he was sliding down his body, kissing and licking along Bastian's 


chest and stomach. 


Bastian wanted to watch desperately but he felt he could barely keep his head up in his drunken state. He 


felt Sylvain's mouth getting closer to his cock and moaned happily, entwining his fingers in the guitarists curls. 


Sylvain's mouth was so hot, wet, tight. His tongue was bliss, swirling along as he bobbed his head up and 
down. Bastian felt his balls tightening much too quickly, but he didn't care. This was heaven, heaven was 


Sylvain's mouth, Sylvain was fucking heavenly. 


Bastian was cursing loudly, not even knowing if he was speaking Danish, English, or in tongues. All the while, 
Sylvain kept up his ministrations, fingertips glidiang over Bastian's stomach and thighs, bringing him to the 
brink The guitarist pushed Bastian's legs apart and moved his mouth under his balls, lapping his tongue down 
until he reached Bastian's hole. 


"Jal" Bastian hissed as Sylvain began swirling his tongue down there. The guitarist slid his arms under 
Bastian's thighs, lifting him up for easier access. As his tongue pushed past the tight ring of muscles and 
inside of him, Bastian cried out. His orgasm shot out in several bursts of hot white. His thighs shook. He 
shoved his head back into the mattress as pleasure washed from his head to his toes in waves. 


He realized as he came down that he had Sylvain's head in a death grip. He released the man, who slowly 
got up and slid across the bed to lay next to him. Bastian opened his eyes, seeing those big brown eyes staring 
right back at him. He noticed some of his cum had landed astray, making its way onto Sylvain's nose, and, oh 
god - some landed in that beautiful silver hair as he had recently fantasized. 


Bastian was trying to return from outer space still, but managed to swipe a lazy finger across the man's 
nose to collect the cum. He presented it to the Frenchman who obediently opened his mouth to suck it off. 
When he released his finger, Sylvain ducked in for a kiss. 


Bastian's cock continued to twitch as he pressed Sylvain onto his back and got on top of him. As he sat up 


and looked down at the older man, he grinned drunkenly. 


‘| see the silver hair up top but down below, you're still youthful, hmm?" he said, referring to the trimmed 


smattering of mousy colored pubic hair on his partner. 


"My cock will always be youthful," Sylvain told him confidently, hands on the drummer's thighs. "It can go 
all day. Maybe one day you'll find out?" 


Bastian snorted and slid down the Frenchman's body ‘til he was face-to-face with his hard cock. It was 
weeping precum, the head bright red and swollen Bastian licked the tip, causing it to twitch, and grinned, playing 
with the saltiness on his tongue. He licked a few more times before hollowing his cheeks and taking him all the 
way in. 

"J'aime ça," Sylvain gasped, hands immediately coming down to grasp the sides of Bastian's face. "Shit..." 

Bastian had always prided himself in his ability to suck dick. He had made a handful of men in gay club 
bathrooms very happy when he had first experimented with his sexuality. It came natural to him, he was good 
at it, and he enjoyed giving head to both men and women. His pleasure came from their pleasure. 

So it was no surprise to him that Sylvain was soon arching his back and scraping at the bed sheets, his 
breathing hitched as his orgasm neared. He felt the man's thigh muscles clenching under his hands, encouraging 


him on as Sylvain expressed all the signs of losing control. 


And lose control he did, emptying himself into Bastian's mouth in an orgasm that seemed to last forever. 
Bastian happily swallowed every drop because this was Sylvain, and Sylvain was heaven, He tasted like it, too. 


As the throbbing slowed, Bastian let the man's sensitized cock drop from his mouth and sat up. 

"Wow," Sylvain said, throwing an arm over his eyes. "Wow." 

A little dizzy, Bastian crawled up to the man's side and wrapped his arms around him. Sylvain tucked into 
him, and at that moment it just felt right. Like they had been lovers for years. Or maybe Bastian was just 
drunk. 

"You're amazing, Bastian," the man said, "Simply amazing." 

| could say the same for you," Bastian replied sleepily. 


The alarm set on Bastian's phone woke them early the next morning. It was then, tucked sleepily against his 
new lover, Bastian realized what had transpired last night. 


He was worried. He didn't want this to become just about sex. He hadn't planned for any of this. Sure, he'd 
hoped the bottle of Gammel Dansk had provided him with the bravery to admit he was attracted to the guitar 
player, but he hadn't intended for it to go beyond a kiss. 


He hadn't intended for this to move so fast. 
He shut off his alarm and turned to face Sylvain, who watched him with twinkling eyes. 


"Bonjour, mon ange,” he greeted playfully, sing-songy, reaching up and running his thumb across Bastian's 
cheek. Bastian pressed his hand through the soft strands of Sylvain's hair before guiding him in for a soft kiss. 


This kiss wasn't desperate and yearning like the kisses from last night. It was lazy and sweet, it took its 


time, and Bastian wanted to live in it forever. 


They stayed like that for a while, all soft and gentle kisses. Eventually, though, Sylvain let out a quiet moan 


and pressed closer, signaling what his body needed. 


The guitarist felt down until he found Bastian's stiff cock The Dane sighed at the touch and pushed his 
hips forward, encouraging the man to move his hand. He slipped his hand under the sheets as well to grasp 


Sylvain's erection 
They watched each other with lust-darkened eyes as they pleasured one another. Bastian felt vulnerable, 
as though Sylvain could read every thought in his head. But he did not want to close his eyes, didn't want to 


stop looking at his new lover for one moment. 


Only when his orgasm shot through him, did Bastian's eyes flutter shut. He spilled messily over himself and 


Sylvain's hand, and a few more strokes had the guitarist coming as well 
Sylvain's moans were choked, restrained. His cock shot several thick, milky loads all over them as he fucked 
Bastian's hand. He let out some French curse words and pressed his forehead to Bastian's as he came down, his 


entire body shuddering. 


They laid there for a moment, the sound of their shaky breaths filling the room. Finally, Bastian placed a 
kiss on the guitarists forehead and slipped out of bed. 


"Got to take a shower," he told him, smiling awkwardly as he grabbed his shower stuff from his luggage. 
When he got out of the shower, Sylvain had already packed up and left. 


Perplexed when he didn't see the man downstairs at breakfast, he grabbed a muffin, sat next to David and 


asked, "Have you seen Sylvain?" 


"Can't keep track of your lover?" he said with amusement. "Sylvain's already boarded the bus. Grabbed 
some food and left, said he was still feeling sick" 


"Oh: 


"Hey," Sylvain greeted him, his usual friendly self, as Bastian sat next to him on the front lounge. He had 
his glasses on and a sci-fi book in his lap that he had borrowed from David. 


"Hey," Bastian replied, cracking open his laptop and getting comfortable. "You okay? David said you weren't 


well." 
"Still a little sick," Sylvain said, and coughed. "But | will be fine." 


"Okay. Good" He tried to make eye contact with the man, but Sylvain just smiled at him and resumed his 
book. 


They didn't speak much, and after a few hours of working on his laptop, Bastian decided to join David and 
Bjorn, who were marathoning 80's movies in the back of the bus. Sven was there, too, but was playing poker 
on his phone and ignoring the other two. 

"Have you seen any of these?" Bjorn, voice a little raspy, asked the young drummer, who shrugged. 

"They were made before your parents even thought of you," David explained and Bastian grinned. 

“Sorry | am young and uncultured." 

"We'll culture the fuck outta you," Bjorn joked, and broke out into a cough. 

"No speaking," David said, elbowing the singer in the ribs. "Only speak during concerts until you're better.” 

"Yes, Doctor,” Bjorn muttered, and sipped from his extra large canister of herbal tea. 

This was Bastian's first time in Seattle - it was his first time in most American cities - and he was 
disappointed to not have the chance to see much of the city. The venue was downtown, next to some 
landmarks, but unfortunately, they had arrived late and had to get ready to soundcheck right before doors. 
There would be no time to explore the city. Perhaps they could hit a nearby bar after the show. 

He had a feeling Sylvain was ignoring him, and it was making him nervous. Had he said something wrong? 
Was the man having regrets? Was he content with having had his way with the younger man, and now he was 


bored and ready to move on to the next conquest? Bastian was going through every scenario in his head while 


he sat in the green room with the band, watching as Sylvain warmed up on his guitar opposite him. 


Bastian was distracted and fucked up multiple times during the show, to a point that David even glared at 


him once or twice. 


Afterwards, they wandered to a bar a few doors down with some fans. The fans happily payed for alcohol, 
and Bastian chatted with some who were around his age. They were friendly, one was actually also a drummer. 
They asked him Danish swear words, and as they got drunker, Bastian taught them dirtier ones. He kept 
glancing over at Sylvain, though, who had been talking the whole evening with a very beautiful dark-haired 
woman by the bar. She and her attractive friend were chatting up the Frenchman and Sven. He saw Sven's 
hand skate over the other woman's back a few times, and she was clearly enjoying the attention. Sylvain was 
making the dark-haired woman laugh and buying her drinks. Bastian felt his heart sinking further, his stomach 


churning, when he glanced up and saw Sylvain touching her arm. 


He forced himself to ignore the scene for a while, focusing instead on his group of new friends. He taught 


them a Danish drinking song, and David joined in, throwing his arm around Bastian as they drunkenly danced. 
It couldn't have been much later when Bastian glanced back at the bar, but now he saw no sign of Sven, 
Sylvain, or the two women, other than their emptied glasses. 
Later, back on the tour bus, Bastian joined Sylvain on the couch. The man was back to reading. 


"I see you got lucky tonight," Bastian slurred, stretching out next to him, heart thumping in his ears as he 
tried to act casual. 


Sylvain looked up from his book at the drummer, "Hmm? Oh, you mean those girls at the bar?" 
"The one seemed really into you." 


‘Oh, she was," Sylvain laughed, “But | ducked out and let Sven enjoy a threesome in the back lounge. They're 
probably still back there, actually. They got him high as a kite." 


‘Oh, they're most certainly still back there," Bjorn said from across the lounge. "I was trying to relax and 


listen to some music when Sven came busting in, kicking me out." 


"David said you're not allowed to speak," Sylvain said playfully. Bjorn stuck his tongue out at him and 


resumed whatever business he was doing on his laptop. 
Relief washed over Bastian. Sylvain hadn't slept with those girls. Why not? Did it even matter? 


David joined them about a half hour later, reeking of alcohol and marijuana. His eyes were totally bloodshot 


and his smile was lazy as he collapsed onto the couch next to Bastian 


“Seattle has incredible weed," he said, and Bastian laughed. 


"Tell me about it," came Sven's voice as he ushered two women into the front. "Thanks ladies. Have a lovely 


night." 


They both kissed the keyboardist, and as they made their ways off the bus, the dark-haired one drew her 


hand across Bjorn's shoulder suggestively. 


The singer gave her a friendly but dismissive smile. The other girl tossed a small sandwich bag of their 
remaining weed into David's lap. 


"Thanks for the fun evening, gentlemen," she said, voice husky, and they got off the bus. 
"You smell like straight pussy," Markus told Sven once they'd gone, amused. 

"A worthy sacrifice," Sven said, and returned to the bunks. 

"Absolute legend" the bassist mused 


Bastian usually wasn't one to get high, but this evening, as David lit him up, he decided, why the fuck not? 
He took a long hit off the blunt he was handed, feeling the smoke burning his windpipe as it went down. 


"David's a different kind of doctor today," Markus joked. He, David, Sven, Sylvain, and Bastian were tucked 
cozily into the smoke-filled back lounge, passing the blunt while watching Bob Ross on the television. 


David was absolutely enthralled with the program, elbows on his knees and chin in his hands as he watched, 
laser-focused. 


"Incredible," he said. Markus and Bastian giggled like idiots. 


Bastian's giggles turned into coughs from the smoke, and he handed the blunt off to Sylvain as he tried to 


gain control of himself. 


They recalled tour memories together, recalled previous times they'd gotten this high, and remarked about 
the Joy of Painting. Sven and Markus soon fell asleep against one another after a fit of laughter. David 
continued to focus on the TV. 


Bastian had sunk further and further into Sylvain, melting into his side. Sylvain absently traced litle circles 
on Bastian's thigh, humming softly to himself. Weed and alcohol combined tended to make Bastian horny, and if 
they weren't in a room full of people, Bastian was sure to have Sylvain flipped onto his back as he fucked the 
man deliciously. Now, though, he had to behave, despite his full attention being on the man's hand grazing over 
his leg. 


He wasn't even sure if Sylvain wanted that. He didn't know what was going through the man's head, if he 
wanted Bastian like he had the day before. He just wished they could have some damn privacy on this tour so 
he could talk to him one-on-one. 

He supposed he still wasn't sure what he wanted with Sylvain. He was becoming certain he wanted to date 
the man, treat him with all the romantic gestures - but things hadn't gone that way. They'd gone from zero 
to one hundred in one single evening. Bastian had given him no gifts, had whispered no sweet nothings in his ear. 
Sylvain probably already wrote him off as some noncommittal millennial engaging in hook up culture. He had to 
turn this around. 

While he was engrossed in thought, David had gotten up and left, saying something about having to write 
down some song lyrics. This left Bastian essentially alone with Sylvain, as Sven and Markus were currently dead 
to the world 

He looked over at the guitarist. Sylvain looked back at him, brown eyes totally bloodshot: 

"Hey," he greeted, smiling lazily. 


"Hi there," Bastian replied, reaching out a hand to cup his chin. Quietly, he added, "I can't stop thinking about 
the other night." 


"Me, neither," Sylvain replied, leaning into the Dane's touch. Bastian brushed his fingers against Sylvain's 
beard, up his cheek to his temple. "It was quite nice." 


"Just nice?" Bastian teased, hand dropping to the silky smooth skin of the man's neck. 
"It was amazing." 

They both watched each other, searching, smiling like idiots. 

And then Bastian thought, fuck it, and leaned in to kiss him. 


Sylvain was receptive, placing his hands on Bastian's face, but as Bastian tried to deepen the kiss, he pulled 
back, looking worriedly at their snoozing bandmates. 


"They won't care," Bastian assured him, leaning forward to kiss him again. 
"We really shouldn't," Sylvain insisted, gently pressing the younger one away. 
"You don't want to?" 


"| want to," Sylvain promised, touching Bastian's face with his thumb. "But this isn't the place to do it" 


Disappointment swirled in Bastian's chest, but he understood. Sylvain was being rational, even while stoned. 
Regardless, he reached out and placed his hand on the guitarist's crotch, pressing down over the rough fabric 
of his jeans. 

| can tell you need it" 


"Bastian," Sylvain warned, though he bucked up into the touch. "Bastian, no." 


"Sorry," the drummer apologized, realizing himself, withdrawing his hand and moving away, feeling 


embarrassed. 


"I think | am going to retire to bed," Sylvain said with an attempted smile. He pushed up from the couch 
and left, leaving Bastian to sit there, dazed, until he, too, decided to get up and go to bed. 


Quatre 
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Bastian woke up to a painful leg cramp the next day, causing him to roll out of his bunk and stumble to his 
feet, trying to shake it off. His mouth felt thick and dry. He desperately needed water, so he headed to the 
front lounge to grab a bottle from the kitchenette. 


"Morning, sunshine," Bjorn greeted him, eating some toast at the table. Bastian took an apple and water 
from the fridge and sat down to join him. 


"Good morning," he replied, flexing his leg under the table, "How's your voice treating you?" 
"I feel in tip-top shape. Probably thanks to not joining the festivities last night" 

"Smart man," Bastian said. "What time is it?" 

"00. We should arrive at the venue in around two hours." 

"No one else is up yet?" 


"David stopped by and dropped off this ridiculous sheet of lyrics he wrote, then went to the back with 


some coffee." 


Bastian picked up the piece of notebook paper the singer gestured to and skimmed the words, smiling as 
they painted psychedelic images in his mind of flying in space along the rings of Saturn. "We need to get this 


man high more often" 


Bjorn snorted, then slid a deck of cards in between them. "I think he was more than just high. Want to 
play?" 


They passed the time playing blackjack. Eventually, Markus, followed by a sleepy Sylvain, joined the game. 


Sylvain pressed against him as he slid into the tiny booth, reminding Bastian of what a dick he had been to 
the guitarist last night. He had touched the man, tried to coerce him, even when Sylvain had told him not to. 


Sylvain seemed unperturbed that morning, but Bastian still felt guilty as he replayed the memory in his 
head. Sure, he had been high, and he had stopped immediately, but if he couldn't control himself around the 


guitarist, what other trouble would he get himself into? Here he was trying to take advantage of his friend 


when what he really wanted was to romance him. 


When they arrived at the venue, David grilled them some steak for lunch. They gathered around the grill, 
eating with light chatter. After a while, they broke off into their usual groups, and Sylvain stayed at his side. 


"Would you like to go for a walk with me?" the Frenchman suggested, "We have a few hours before 
soundcheck." 


Excited to be alone with the mon finally, Bastian agreed. 

They strolled down the streets of Sacramento, admiring the city. Sylvain took several photos on his phone 
of different scenes, and Bastian smiled at the man's excitement. Though he had been on the road for most of 
his life, Sylvain still found new things to admire in each city he went to. 

"Sylvain," Bastian said as they walked down a busy street, "How do you feel about the things that we did?" 

Sylvain glanced at him with a shy smile and said, "I very much enjoyed it. Why do you ask?" 

Bastian cleared his throat. "Well, | was hoping you might like to do those things again?" 


The older man chuckled, and Bastian felt small, childish. 


"Of course | would," the guitarist said, brushing his fingers against Bastian's hand. "Perhaps we can even do 
other things?" 


Bastian was intrigued but tried to keep himself on track. "Sylvain, David told me, uhh...” 
The silver-haired man raised an eyebrow as Bastian trailed off. 
"What did David tell you?" 


"Well, he said, um, he insists that you... God, I'm terrible at this." Sylvain regarded him with slight 


amusement now. "Shit. Uh, this isn't how | wanted this to go. | guess | just wanted to ask you on a date?" 
Sylvain's smile lit up his entire face. 
Really, Bastian? | would love that, sure!" He paused, "But what does that have to do with David?" 


"Oh! Nothing, really," Bastian smiled awkwardly, heart racing from Sylvain's acceptance of his invitation. "He 
just mentioned you said some things about me one time when you were drunk." 


"Oh merde," Sylvain stopped walking, covered his face with his hands. "Oh, no. What did he tell you that | 


said?" 
Bastian stopped with him, shrugging, "He just mentioned that you were interested in me." 
"That's it?" 
"Well - uh, yes," Bastian lied, recalling that particular conversation with amusement. 


"Oh, dieu merci" Sylvain groaned, dropping his hands from his face. They continued to walk. "| was very 


drunk that night, and | remember saying some things that weren't so.polite.” 

Bastian broke into laughter, "Okay, well, David might've mentioned that as well” 

The Frenchman looked mortified at that. 

‘Its okay," Bastian quickly said. "I thought it was funny! And also kind of sexy." 

They stopped in a cafe to take a break and ordered coffee, taking it to a window seat where they could 
watch pedestrians walk down the street. 

"French roast, c'est des connenies," Sylvain said, dissatisfied, upon taking a sip of his coffee. "Tastes like shit." 
He pushed it across the table to Bastian, who picked it up to try it. It was probably the bitterest coffee he'd 
ever had, but he held onto it. 


"So is this our date?" Sylvain asked, waggling his eyebrows and picking at his cream puff. 


"What? No! No, Ill plan something way nicer and more romantic," Bastian said. "You'll know for sure when 
our first date." 


it 
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"Oh. This isn't so bad," Sylvain shrugged. "It could count as a date." 

"No," Bastian said, "Our first date has to be way more impressive." 

I'm easy to please, you know this,” Sylvain said. 

"Not when it comes to coffee." 

That evening, the show went fantastically. Bastian would probably say it was the best show of the tour so 


far; the band was locked in, Bjorn was on fire, the crowd was screaming along with every word. Even Sven was 


smiling most of the time. 


Everyone in the band and crew went to the nearest bar to party after, multiple fans joining them. Shots 
were poured liberally. This particular bar was playing 80's rock, so David and Bjorn were thriving, taking shots 
and dancing upon the small dance floor. Soon, Bastian was drunk enough to join, and yanked Sylvain after him. 

David and Bjorn screamed like idiots when Foreigner came on the playlist, and everyone around them belted 
out all of the lyrics. Bastian felt brave and held Sylvain's hand for part of the evening, garnering a sweet smile 


from the older man. 


The drunker he got, the more he wanted to find a dark corner to whisk the silver fox off to. His whole 
body yearned for the man, ached to touch and kiss him. He wondered if Sylvain felt the same. 


Eventually, he couldn't take it anymore, wanted to do something risky. 


"Come back to the bus with me?" he said into the man's ear, and Sylvain glanced at the party happening all 
around them. 


"You want to get me alone, Bastian?" he said with a big grin, brushing his hand down Bastian's back. 
"So fucking badly," Bastian replied, almost laughing. The man knew he wanted him. 


To his surprise, Sylvain led the way out, walking briskly out into the humid night air. It was about a block 
and a half to the bus. And even that felt much too far. 


Bastian grasped the man's wrist and pulled him into an alleyway as they were passing it, pressing him 
against the brick wall to kiss him. 


It was the first time they'd kissed since the previous night, and Bastian felt desire for the man bloom 
throughout his body. Finally, finally he had Sylvain's lips once more. He tasted of beer and cinnamon gum. 
Bastian could've fucked him right there in the alley. 

Sylvain was the one to press him away, gasping as he did so. 


"We won't be able to do much on the bus," he said, “There's probably already people in for the night" 


"lIl fuck you here, in the street," Bastian told him, pushing his hips forward. Sylvain laughed, putting his 


hands on the drummer's chest. 


"| am sure | would enjoy it wherever you fucked me," the man said, "However, | am fairly certain public sex 


is illegal in America and most countries, actually---" 


Bastian pressed his lips to Sylvain's again, then backed away, pulling Sylvain back out onto the sidewalk with 
him. The street wasn't crowded, but there were a handful of pedestrians and folks hanging outside bars. It was 


much too risky, even if it weren't illegal. 
"Bus," Bastian said urgently. 
"Bus," Sylvain agreed. 


This was much riskier than getting it on in the street, Bastian thought, as they kissed each other in 
Sylvain's bunk, the curtain drawn all the way. Markus and some of the crew had already boarded for the night, 
but Bastian was fairly certain no one had seen him crawl into the bunk with the guitarist. It was an incredibly 
tight squeeze. He couldn't do much more than grind his hips against his new lover, and so that's what they 


did. 


He was okay with it, though, because Sylvain was an incredible kisser. Somewhere in the back of his mind, 


he tried to come up with a joke about "French kissing," but the man beneath him was too distracting. 


It was difficult to be quiet. So fucking difficult. Bastian liked moaning, liked making his partners moan, and he 
especially liked making Sylvain moan, But if they were to milk this precious time together, they had to be soft 


as mice. And soft, Bastian certainly was not. 


His cock was straining against his jeans, begging to be touched, released, sucked, fucked. Instead, he circled 
his hips languidly against Sylvain's as they continued to make out like horny teenagers. 


It was getting very warm in the confined space. Bastian desperately wanted to strip down as he sweated, 
but even that was impossible to do in the bunk 


In the meantime, everyone was starting to board the bus, chatter stirring up dangerously close to them as 


their drunken cohorts returned from the bar. 


Not caring, Bastian snaked one hand between them, trying to add a little extra pressure on their groins. 
Sylvain's breaths were shaky and he knew he was getting close to bringing the man off in his pants. He began 
to thrust his hips now, pulling his hand out from in between them and wrapping his arms around Sylvain's 
shoulders. He buried his face in the man's neck, inhaling his skin, as he humped against him desperately. 


‘lm going to cum," Sylvain hissed in his ear, breath hot and moist as it blanketed Bastian's damp skin. It 
took everything in Bastian's being to not moan at that, but he held back, keeping up his thrusts to help the 


man off. 


Sylvain dug his nails hard into Bastian's back, gripping him tightly as he bucked up through his orgasm. 
Bastian worked him all the way through until the man finished shuddering and began to relax underneath him. 


And then Bjorn yanked the curtain open, exposing them and what they had just been doing. They froze, 
caught in the act. 


"Yeah, they're here," he announced, unconcerned with the current state of his two very sweaty, very 


embarrassed bandmates. 
"Ah, good, that accounts for everyone then," Jimmy said. "We can head off" 
"Rude, Bjorn, let them be," David said, pulling the curtain shut again for them. 
"They fucking in there?" they heard Sven say. 
Mortified, Bastian stilled atop the Frenchman, not sure what to do. He saw a glint of white as the man 


grinned underneath him, clearly amused in his post-coital daze. Bastian was still rock hard but knew he couldn't 
continue like this. He'd just have to deal with the embarrassment and miss out on getting off that evening. 


Is about time," Markus was saying. 


Fairly certain they've been at it for a while now. | shared a hotel room wall with them the other day," one 


of the crew said. "They were quite vocal." 


Bastian knew his face was bright red as he climbed out of Sylvain's bunk shamefully a few minutes later. 
He had willed his erection away but that was the least of his worries compared to the jeering he knew he'd 


get from his bandmates if he showed face. 


Not risking going to the front or back of the bus, Bastian gently pushed past Bjorn, who was changing into 


his sleep clothes. 
"You two have fun?" the tall singer asked, clearly amused. 
"Er, yeah," Bastian said dismissively. "Good night." 
"Night, Drummer Boy." 
In the privacy of his own bunk, Bastian pulled up his phone to see new texts from his lover. 
Favorite French: | want to fuck you 
Favorite French: Hard :) 
He even smiled in his dirty texts. 
Oh, what absolute torture that the man he wanted so badly was only a meter away from him, but he 


wasn't allowed to do the things he so desperately desired to do to him. Bastian felt his cock stirring back to 


life as he responded. 


Bastian: Tell me more? 5) 

Favorite French: how do you want it? 

Favorite French: | can bend you over, take you from behind? 
Favorite French: fuck you until your legs give out. 

Bastian swore to himself, digging around in his bunk for his glasses before putting them on and replying. 
Bastian: Who says you get to be on top? 

Favorite French: ;) 

Favorite French: | fuck hard. can you take it? 

Bastian: l'm a virgin p 

Favorite French: No u r not. | can tell u r not. 

Favorite French: slut 

Bastian: Ok | lied 

Favorite French: are you hard? 


Bastian bit his lip, pulling his cock out of his pajama bottoms. It was hard to see in his dark bunk, but he 
snapped a photo on his phone and sent it to Sylvain 


Bastian: image,jpg 

Favorite French: sexy! 

Favorite French: you touching yourself? 
Favorite French: show me 

Bastian: video mp4 

Favorite French: wow 


Favorite French: video.mp4 


Bastian watched the four second clip about ten times. It was blurry, but it was Sylvain jerking himself off, 
just across the aisle from him while they texted. 


Bastian: want you so fucking bad 
Favorite French: | know :) 
Favorite French: you wanted to fuck me in public. | would have let you. 


Bastian bit back a moan at the mental image of him taking Sylvain in the street, and sent him another 
video of him playing with his cock. 


Favorite French: Wish | could come over and suck it 
Favorite French: would u like that? 

Bastian: yes pleaselll 

Favorite French: too bad :( 

Favorite French: Im going to cum again 

Favorite French: want video? 

Bastian: please 


About a minute later, Bastian received the blurry, dark video of Sylvain pumping himself to a finish, cum 
dribbling down his thumb as he slowed to a stop. 


Bastian rewatched this countless times until he, too, was about to cum. Hurriedly, he flipped his phone 
camera on and finished himself off. His toes curled as the feeling washed over him. After he sent the video to 
Sylvain and set his phone down for a moment, he realized he had nothing to clean himself off with. Regretfully, 
he tucked himself away into his pajamas, resigned to knowing he would feel gross for the rest of the evening. 


His phone lit up with another text from Sylvain, who simply sent him a "heart-eyes" emoji. He smiled and 


began to mindlessly scroll through various social media, letting drowsiness overcome him. 
A few minutes later, he heard some shuffling outside his bunk. 


"Bastian," he heard Sylvain whisper, and so he pulled back the curtain to see the guitarists smiling face 
peering at him in the dark. "Hey." 


"Hey," Bastian greeted back in a surprised whisper. He reached out his hand, cupping the guitarists cheek. 


"I wanted to kiss you goodnight," the man said, holding Bastian's wrist and laughing at himself slightly. "H's 


dumb, I'm sorry." 
"No. I'd love a good night kiss," Bastian hurriedly told him, guiding him in. 
It was soft, chaste, and only lasted a few seconds. Sylvain pulled back, looking pleased. 
"Good night, Bastian," he said softly. 
"Good night, Sylvain" 


Bastian was exhausted but felt giddy after what had just happened. It took a moment for his heartbeat to 
slow down, but eventually he let sleep take him until the next day. 


Cing. 


When Bastian woke up, they were in Arizona. They were still a few hours away from their show in Phoenix. 
Sylvain came to his bunk to let him know they were approaching a rest stop. 


"Bonjour" he said, eyes twinkling as Bastian drew the curtain 

"Hey," Bastian greeted, reaching out to briefly touch his face. "How are you today?" 

‘| slept very well," Sylvain told him. "Rest stop in a few minutes if you want to do anything," 

"Like you?" 

Sylvain smiled and ran his hand through his hair as he stepped back to let Bastian crawl out of his bunk 
"Well, besides that" 

"American food is so fattening," Sylvain said thoughtfully, examining the glazed doughnut in his hand as they 


exited the rest stop some minutes later. 


"Mmhmmoph," Bastian agreed, mouth filled with the second half of his first Krispy Kreme as he reached 


into his box for another. 


"The sexual tension in here is palpable," Markus notified everyone in the front lounge as he caught Bastian 
and Sylvain looking at each other for the umpteenth time. 


Bastian blushed bright red. 

"Young love is precious," David said, "Leave them be. The longing glances are entertaining." 

"Its like high school all over again," Bjorn added. 

Sylvain smiled sheepishly and looked down at the book in his lap. Bastian resumed working on his laptop. 


"So what's going on with you and Sylvain, then?" David asked, curiosity finally winning him over, as he lit up 


his cigarette out back of the venue. Bastian leaned against the wall next to him, shrugging. 
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"Things are progressing." he said, trailing off, not knowing how to explain it. 


"And you are happy with this?" 


"Ah, yes. | really like him. He's a great friend and | think we could be more than that, perhaps." 


"Mmhmm." David took a long drag, exhaled. "Good." 
"You think so? | mean - is it a good idea for two guys in the band to date?" Bastian asked nervously. 


David looked at him with a half smile. "Not a good idea at all, no. Creates unnecessary drama. Especially if 


you two get in a fight" 

"| - | guess it is a bad idea," Bastian thought, heart sinking. 

"But | think you and Sylvain could make a good couple. You don't care that he's older?" 

"He's not that much older than me," Bastian huffed, feeling worse. 

David took another drag of his cigarette. 

‘Im fucking with you, Bastian," he said. "| would have never brought up the fact that Sylvain liked you if | 
didn't want you two to be together! Just don't break his poor little French heart, okay? They're all hopeless 
romantics over there." 

Bastian grinned as David bumped his arm. 

| couldn't dream of hurting him." 

"And l'm sure he feels the same way about you." 


Something about having David's blessing made Bastian feel like everything was falling into place. 


After the sound check and meet and greet that day, they had a little bit of time to wander before the 


show. 
Bastian was finishing the last of his doughnuts in the green room, thinking he probably ought to get in 
some sort of work out, when Sylvain texted him. Considering that Sylvain was sitting right next to him, Bastian 


raised an eyebrow at him before wiping his hands on his pants and opening the text. 


Sylvain smiled at him, continuing to warm up on his guitar. 


Favorite French: you look sexy with donut glaze on your lips. :) 
Bastian snorted, grinning as he typed out a reply. 


Bastian: You look sexy with my cum on yours 5) 


Sylvain's phone buzzed, and he paused playing to open the text. He read it, then grinned wickedly at the 
Dane before typing something back. 


Favorite French: | found a room with a lock on the door earlier 
Bastian looked up at him. 


"Show me," he mouthed to the guitarist. They both stood at the same time and squeezed past Sven, who 
looked at them, bored. 


"For fuck's sake, could you two be less obvious?" he said. Bjorn cackled in his corner of the room where he 
sat with David, looking over something together on his laptop. 


Bastian was already getting hard as he followed the man through the winding backstage, passing by Jimmy 
who raised an eyebrow at them. 


"This is a supply closet," Bastian noted as Sylvain shut and locked them in the tiny space next to the 


bathrooms. As he shut the door, they were immersed in total darkness. 


"What is the saying? Beggars cannot choose?" Sylvain quipped. With that, they began to make out 
desperately, greedily grabbing at each other, touching what they yearned to touch. Bastian knocked down a 
broom handle and nearly tripped on what he was certain was a metal toolbox. Sylvain kissed his neck, pushed 
up his shirt, pulled it off of him. He ran his hands down Bastian's chest and stomach, following with his mouth. 
He found a nipple and latched onto it, licking and nipping. Bastian choked back a moan, scraped a hand through 
Sylvain's hair. 


Within seconds, Sylvain had Bastian's pants pulled down to his thighs. The man managed to get to his knees 


in the confined space and Bastian felt a swipe of a tongue on his cock 


"Shit," he breathed, leaning back against a metal shelf and stringing his fingers through the older man's 
hair. Sylvain placed his hands on Bastian's hips to hold him in place while he sucked like a pro. "So good...” 


Bastian came embarrassingly quickly, barely warning Sylvain before he shot his load into the man's eager 
mouth. He sagged against the shelf helplessly as the Frenchman licked him clean and tucked him back into his 
pants. 


"Tasty," Sylvain said, getting back to his feet. Bastian pulled him in for a kiss and dug his hand into the 
man's jeans, finding his prize. The sigh of relief Sylvain gave him at his touch made all this worth it. One hand 
held Sylvain to him, so he could kiss him, taste his essence on the man's tongue. The other hand worked his 
cock steadily, finding a rhythm that the man responded well to. Sylvain was hot and damp against him, all 
ragged breathing and little nips at Bastian's mouth. He was so much - so, so much. Bastian felt overwhelmed - 
by what, he wasn't sure. But it was good. 


"Gonna cum," Sylvain breathed against Bastian's skin, and Bastian pushed Sylvain back and fell to his knees 
before him. He touched his tongue to the tip of Sylvain's cock, just in time to be met with the man's hot 
spurts of cum. Sylvain quaked against him, hands shaking in Bastian's hair as he emptied everything he had. 


Bastian stood and together they leaned against each other, embracing, as their heartbeats slowed to 


normal 
After a while, Sylvain said, still a bit breathless, "We should go back now, no?" 
"That was quick," Sven remarked when they returned to the green room. 
"At least they got it out of their systems," David said 


Sylvain and Bastian resumed warming up next to each other until the show. 


The next day was a day off in New Orleans. Bastian scrambled to find a nice French restaurant he could 


take Sylvain to for their first date. 


He dug through his clothes in their hotel room, trying to find something other than jeans and a t-shirt to 
wear. Sylvain watched him with amusement, laying on his bed, arms tucked behind his head. 


"We could be spending this precious time fucking, and yet you're turning your suitcase inside out instead of 
me," the Frenchman joked. "Did you lose something?" 


| made a reservation for our first date," Bastian explained, face reddening as he finally came across a 


button down shirt that was slightly wrinkled. It would have to do. "We need fo find something fancy to wear.” 
"Fancy?" Sylvain sat up. "tm not sure I've packed anything fancy" 
"| think they have a dress code," Bastian said 
"Where are we going” 
"You'll see" 


At that, Sylvain got up and came behind Bastian, wrapping his arms around his waist and kissing the back 
of his neck 


"Hey," he said softly, nuzzling the drummer's ear. "I am excited for our date, Bastian” 


Bastian turned slightly, catching the man’s lips in a kiss. "Good, because our Uber is gonna be here in 


twenty minutes. You had better change." 


"I can change my clothes quickly. There are other ways we could spend twenty minutes," the man 
suggested, drawing his hands across Bastian's chest and stomach as he pressed his face into his neck. 


"That will wait until after the date. Today is going to be special," Bastian insisted, though his heart was 
racing and his body was reacting. He pulled away from the man and smiled at him, brushing his hand across 


his cheek. "Time to get ready." 


‘Metalheads don't have many options, | suppose," Bastian realized as they looked at themselves in the floor 
length mirror by the bathroom some minutes later. They both looked like twins, in black button downs, black 
dress shoes, and dark jeans. Sylvain chuckled and kissed him on the cheek before adding his leather jacket to 
give them a difference in appearance. 


In the back of the Uber, Bastian and Sylvain held hands. This gave Bastian butterflies, as though he was in 
grade school again, especially when Sylvain rubbed his thumb across his hand and smiled at him before looking 
out the window. 

This handsome, talented, sweet man had chosen Bastian when he could have anybody. A few weeks ago, 


Bastian would have never imagined this happening, and now that it was, he felt like this was what he'd wanted 
all along. 


Sylvain brightened significantly as they were let off at the restaurant, a fancy French bistro. 

"French!" he exclaimed, pleased. 

"Like you," Bastian said. 

"Like me," Sylvain replied Bastian took his hand in his and they walked inside to the hostess. He gave the 
woman his name for the reservation. He caught her glancing down at their held hands before she led them to 
their candlelit table by a window. The sun was low in the sky, casting a warm light into the restaurant. Sylvain 
looked over his menu, grinning to himself. Bastian played with the hem of the table cloth nervously, trying not 


to stare at the man. He was falling for him more quickly than he ever had expected to. 


The waitress was by to get them drinks. Bastian picked out their wine but let Sylvain order it, knowing he 


would be able to pronounce it. 
"Your French is very good," the waitress told him, taking his menu. 
"Je viens de Nancy," Sylvain told her proudly. 


She nodded politely. "We'll have everything right out for you two." 


Sylvain gave Bastian a funny look 

| don't think the staff here are actually French," Bastian told him, amused. 

When their food was brought out, Bastian wrinkled his nose at Sylvain's escargot. 

"I don't understand how slimy little bugs are a delicacy," he said, cutting into his roasted duck 

"It is an acquired taste," Sylvain admitted. "You should try some." 

He held out his fork to the drummer, who shook his head. 

Im not trying to make myself sick," Bastian joked. Sylvain shrugged and ate the bite himself. 

‘Not bad," he said contemplatively. 

After they finished their meal and Bastian paid the bill, they headed outside. It was dark out now and the 
streets of New Orleans were packed, tourists milling about the historic French Quarter. Bastian checked the 
map on his phone and they began to walk together, enjoying the mild night air. 

"Now what are we doing?" Sylvain asked curiously, accepting Bastian's hand reaching out to hold his. 

‘| figured we'd go for a stroll along the river and top the night off with some coffee and beignets," Bastian 
told him proudly. Soilwork couldn't have possibly scheduled a better city in which to have a day off. New 


Orleans was perfect for taking French guitarists on dates. 


Sylvain made them stop for every street musician they passed, observing with much delight and always 
tipping them. 


"If | had to move to America," the Frenchman said to him, "I'd pick this place." 


The boardwalk was less crowded than Jackson Square. Sylvain had stopped at a food cart and purchased a 
small bag of pralines. He offered some to Bastian as they found a little patch of grass on which to sit and 
watch the riverboats cruise along the Mississippi. 


"This is a very good first date," Sylvain decided, leaning into Bastian as the drummer put his arm around 
him. 


Im glad you're enjoying it. | really like being with you," Bastian told him. He ate a praline and rubbed 
Sylvain's back, enjoying simply sitting with the man. For a moment, it didn't feel like they were musicians 
touring; it genuinely felt like they belonged here. Until... 


"Fucking faggots!" 

Bastian's heart sped up at the expletive and he twisted around, trying to see who had shouted at them. 

"Get back in the closet, homos? 

There were throngs of tourists meandering the boardwalk several feet away and Bastian couldn't figure out 
who was yelling at them. Someone else yelled at the aggressor to shut up, though, and they heard nothing 


more other than the usual noise of the crowds. 


‘Its okay," Sylvain said, though his shoulders sagged a bit as Bastian removed his arm from around him. 


"Just ignorant Americans." 


After a while, the Frenchman looked at Bastian, who had been silent for several minutes. "Do you want to 


go back to the hotel?" 


"No," Bastian decided. "We're having a good time. I'm not going to let something minor spoil it. Lets get 
those beignets, yeah?" 


Sylvain nodded and stood, helping Bastian to his feet. 
"I changed my mind," the Frenchman said. 
"Hmm?" 
“About if | lived in America. | would not choose this place." Sylvain chuckled and Bastian smiled at him. 

The line for Cafe du Monde was long but moved quickly. Wary of the man who had shouted at them 
earlier, as well as any other hateful passersby, Bastian made a conscious effort to stand just far enough away 
from Sylvain so that they weren't touching. The silver haired man didn't seem to notice or care, distracted by 
all the activity going on around them. Bastian admired him as he looked around, focusing on the different 


sounds and experiences. 


They were quickly seated at a picnic table squeezed in the corner of a tent. Beignets and cafe au laits were 


brought to them in record time. 


"Being a metalhead is tough," Sylvain sighed as Bastian accidentally dumped powdered sugar on his black 
shirt and tried to shake it off. 


"Real metalheads don't eat sweets," Bastian laughed. "They drink the blood of their enemies!" 


They were quiet in the Uber home, but Bastian kept his hand on Sylvain's thigh the whole time, wanting to 


take advantage of every moment he was able to touch the man 
As they walked up to the hotel they saw David smoking outside with Markus. 
"Here comes the cute couple,” he greeted them. "Where have you two been?" 
"Bastian took me on a date," Sylvain explained proudly, placing his arm around the drummer's slim waist. 
"We went to a French restaurant. He ordered snails," Bastian said. 
"lm sure I've heard that's an aphrodisiac," David joked. 
"Sex is gonna be good tonight," Markus added. 


"Damn right it is," Bastian said, and lead Sylvain into the lobby and to the elevator. Inside the privacy of the 


elevator, Sylvain leaned in to kiss the younger man sweetly. 
"Thank you for a fantastic night," he told him, beaming. 


‘Its not over yet," Bastian said. 


"Wow, what is all this?" Sylvain gaped at the arrangement of roses as they entered the room. 


"Roses for mon chéri" Bastian explained with his best French accent. Petals had been strewn on the bed as 


Bastian had asked for. He was happy that the hotel staff had followed through with his request perfectly. 
Sylvain looked back and forth between Bastian and the roses and the bed. 
"Wow," he said again, "This is all..so much." 
"Is it okay?" Bastian asked, now a little worried he'd been too over the top. 
‘It is amazing," Sylvain grinned, "but | don't deserve all of this." 


"Yes, you do," Bastian said. "I like you, Sylvain. A lot" 


"Bastian..." Sylvain looked at him, a serious expression on his face that the drummer hadn't seen often, "are 
you positive that you want to do this with me? That | am someone you want to be with?" 


Bastian nodded, opening his mouth to reassure him, but Sylvain went on. 


"Because | have liked you since the day that | met you," he said earnestly, "and | don't know if my heart 


can take all of this if you're not sure." 


"What makes you think I'm not sure?" Bastian asked him, touching his cheek with his thumb and searching 
his eyes. His heart raced a little faster at Sylvain's admission of how long he'd been interested. David had been 


right. 


Sylvain shrugged, "I'm just a jaded old man who has been burned a few times, especially by men" He 


laughed slightly at himself. "lm sorry.” 
Bastian kissed him. "I've no desire to hurt you, ever." 


He'd never seen Sylvain so vulnerable before. He was usually confident, happy-go-lucky. It was endearing, 
yet scary at the same time to experience him this way. It reminded Bastian that Sylvain was human, had 


emotions, had an entire universe inside his head. 


Sylvain kissed him. Something about this kiss felt different. It felt like more. Something had changed between 
them. Bastian backed Sylvain toward the bed until the back of the guitarists knees hit the edge and he went 
down, taking Bastian with him. They slid up the bed together, squashing rose petals as they went. 


Bastian had no other cares in the world. Right now, his world was Sylvain, Sylvain's pleasure and desires. He 
rolled his hips down, showing the man his arousal. He then latched onto the Frenchman's neck, kissing him, 
inhaling his skin and scent. Sylvain placed his arms around Bastian's neck but Bastian grasped his hands and 
pressed them down on the bed above Sylvain's head. The guitarist arched his back, his breathing hitching. 


Bastian was slowly learning and memorizing what the man liked. 


Soon, clothing became too much. Bastian wanted every inch of himself pressed against every inch of the 
man beneath him. He sat up, unbuttoning Sylvain's shirt for him. He paused to pull off his own, and Sylvain 
stripped himself down to his underwear before Bastian was on him again, grinding their hips together. He 
threaded his fingers in Sylvain's hair, kissed and dug his tongue in between his teeth. 


Sylvain's skin was hot and soft. Bastian wanted to explore all of it. But first, he finished undressing them 


both, tossing the rest of their garments off somewhere to the side. He took a moment to look down and 


admire what was about to be his. 

‘| want you so bad," he admitted, biting his lip. 

"Then come take me," Sylvain purred, extending his arms to collect the younger man as he crawled back on 
top of him. They crushed their mouths together, hands roaming, groping, scratching. Sylvain parted his thighs, 


an invitation. 


"Want to fuck you," Bastian breathed into his ear. "So bad" 


"lm all yours." 


Bastian rolled off the bed, practically flew to his luggage to grab the tube of lubricant he had purchased 
from a pharmacy the other day. He was back on the bed in a flash, kissing Sylvain first on the lips, then 
trailing down his neck, chest, stomach. He paused at his cock, taking his time to suck and lick. Sylvain was 


languid beneath him, waiting to be taken. 
"Mmph," he moaned as Bastian released his cock from his mouth with a pop. 


"May |?" Bastian asked, gesturing to the lube. Sylvain nodded, spreading his thighs and bending at the knees 
to lift himself up for better access. 


Bastian ducked down, tasting him first, nuzzling and kissing beneath his balls, down to his ass. Then, he 
gently pushed one lubricated finger in, allowing the man to open up to him. Bastian watched, amazed, as 
Sylvain's cock twitched, a drop of precum dripping out from his touch. 

"You like this?" Bastian wondered. 

Sylvain's eyes were closed, his lips pursed, but he nodded. 

Soon, he added a second finger, and Sylvain gasped, grasping at the bedding around him. 

"Too much?" 

"No, keep going," Sylvain told him. Bastian listened, took to stroking the man's cock along with finger-fucking 
him. Eventually, Sylvain was murmuring to himself in French, eyebrows raised and head thrown back into a 
pillow. 

‘lm going to fuck you now," the Dane said. 

"Please," Sylvain begged wantonly. 

Bastian's eyes nearly rolled to the back of his skull when he pushed his cock inside his lover. Sylvain was 
incredibly tight - the tightest he swore he'd ever felt. Sylvain hooked one leg over Bastian's shoulder and the 
drummer began to move, slowly so that the other man could adjust. Sylvain relaxed under him and wrapped his 
arms around his shoulders, pulling him down. Bastian met him with a kiss. This felt much more intimate than 
anything they'd done so far. 

He realized, as they gazed into each others’ eyes, that they were making love. 

He watched Sylvain's brown eyes looking at him, searched the emotions swimming within them. He wanted 


to be inside that deep amber; he wanted to drown in it. He shut his eyes and kissed Sylvain harder, holding him 


close and listening, feeling every movement of the other man. 


He slipped a hand between them and pulled Sylvain's cock in time with his thrusts. The guitarist dug his 
blunt fingernails into Bastian's back and sighed. Bastian was certain right then that he could die like this. 


They fucked like this for a long time, little happy whines and moans escaping their lips. 

"Bastian, | am going to cum," Sylvain warned. The drummer kept up his movements, kept up his strokes on 
the man's cock. The older one growled out as his orgasm hit him, sending several jets of cum across his 
stomach and chest. He panted as he came down from his high and pressed his lips to Bastian's, keeping him 
there while the Dane continued to fuck him. Bastian grasped Sylvain's hands and pinned them down above his 
head, driving harder into him. He kept eye contact with the man, living for the effect he was having on him. 
Sylvain looked as if he was in total ecstasy. 

Soon, Bastian felt his orgasm approaching. 

"Gonna cum," he told Sylvain 

"Inside me," the Frenchman said, gripping him tightly and kissing him. The pleasure whipped out of him in 


multiple short, hard bursts. Bastian was certain he saw stars. He shuddered against Sylvain, holding him close 


as he expelled every last amazing drop. 

They laid there for a long while, panting between soft kisses. After a few minutes, Bastian gently extracted 
himself and rolled onto his side next to his lover, placing his hand on Sylvain's chest. 

They gazed at one another, smiling. 

"Sylvain," Bastian said, "| want you to be my boyfriend" 

It was a statement rather than a question, but Sylvain chuckled softly and nodded, 

"Okay," he said. "Sure." 


Bastian pulled him in for a long kiss, melting into him. Sylvain was his. 


Six. 


Author's Notes: 
The tour comes to an end and the boys have to separate. Obviously phone sex is gonna happen. 


They were on the final week of the North American tour. After returning to Europe, Soilwork wouldn't 
have any shows until festival season a few months later. They would all fly out to Germany for Wacken in 


July, and that would be the next time they'd all be together. 


Bastian was contemplating this. He'd be home in Denmark, away from Sylvain, for a month and a half. This 
was after spending nearly eight weeks at his side every day, the last couple weeks of which they had 


discovered their feelings for one another. 


He was sure this would be fine. He'd been away from previous girlfriends for just as long while on tour. 


Why should Sylvain be any different? 


Yet, as Sylvain rested his head in his lap on the bus, reading his book, Bastian felt worry washing over him. 
Surely space between new lovers couldn't be that bad of a thing. It would keep them from getting sick of one 
another right away. Right? 


Absertly, he stroked Sylvain's hair and listened as David and Bjorn explained to one another why Hydra was 
the best album by Toto. It was funny - it sounded like the singer and guitarist were arguing, even though they 
both agreed with each other. 


Bastian had recording studios booked with his other bands during their time off, as well as private lessons 
scheduled with multiple students. He also had several family members’ birthdays and friends’ weddings he had 
to attend over the next several weeks. He was certain Sylvain also had plenty of prior engagements to attend. 
They would call each other on the phone, text, video chat. All would be well. And then at Wacken, they'd steal 
away somewhere to fuck each others’ brains out. After Wacken, there were one or two festivals every week 


for the rest of the summer, so they wouldn't be separated long. After that was the Australian tour. 

Still, the thought of being away from Sylvain for so long made his stomach churn 

Sylvain's mind must have been in the same place. As they sat on a curb outside that day's venue in Texas 
eating McDonald's ("I fucking hate American food," - Sylvain), the Frenchman looked over at him, swallowing his 


bite of cheeseburger. 


"What are you planning to do on our time off?" 


Bastian popped a fry in his mouth and shrugged. "Lots of things. Studio time, family stuff, lessons..." He 
trailed off. "You?" 


Sylvain nodded, "Same, actually. I've got some session stuff booked." 


Showing more vulnerability than he meant to, Bastian blurted, "Do you think we'll be okay?" 


Sylvain smiled at him then looked down at the pavement. 

"| think so," he said. 

"We'll see each other at festivals," Bastian said. 

"We'll see each other at festivals," the man echoed, and bumped his knee against Bastian's in a comforting 
gesture. Yet Bastian still worried. 

The last few days of tour flew by too quickly. Bastian and Sylvain had no time alone to talk or be together 
physically, other than a couple mutual handjobs in venue bathrooms. 


Now their bus was headed to JFK to get everyone on their flights back to Europe. 


"Come back to France with me," Sylvain murmured against Bastian's skin. They were tucked together tightly 
in Bastian's bunk as the bus sped along up the east coast. 


Bastian felt his heart break a little. 
"| wish | could" 


"Just do it. Fuck everything else. Stay with me ‘til the festivals," Sylvain said, and Bastian swore he heard a 


tinge of desperation in the Frenchman's voice. 
| want to, so bad," Bastian promised. "I swear | do." 
Sylvain brushed his fingers through Bastian's hair and kissed him. 
"| know," he said. "I know." 


At the airport, Bastian felt a lump in his throat. He stayed close enough to Sylvain that they were 
touching, all the way up through bag check, TSA, and as the group walked to international departures. 


Bastian's flight to Copenhagen didn't board til late that afternoon. Instead of going to his gate, he said 
goodbye to the rest of the Soilwork guys and went with Sylvain to sit with him until his flight. Not wanting a 
repeat of New Orleans, Bastian didn't hold Sylvain's hand or put his arm around him, as much as he wanted to. 
Instead, he settled for pressing their legs together in their seats while sharing headphones and drinking their 
coffees. 

Sylvain had gotten him hooked on some technical death metal band from France whose name he could not 
pronounce, and so they listened to that in contented silence, observing the airport passengers milling about 


around them. 


Even as the plane began to board a few hours later, Bastian sat with his boyfriend, continuing to listen to 
their music until Sylvain's group number was called. 


They stood and Sylvain shouldered his guitar and carry on bag before wrapping his arms around Bastian in 


a tight hug. 
"Au revoir, mon ange," Sylvain said softly, releasing him. 


Panicking slightly, knowing he would regret it if he didn't, Bastian pulled him back in for a kiss. Sylvain placed 
his hands on Bastian's face, and they stood there another moment before breaking apart. 


"Text me as soon as you touch down in Paris,’ Bastian said. "I'll still be in the sky but | want a text from 
you to be the first thing | receive when | get to Copenhagen. Promise me?" 


‘Of course," Sylvain smiled, touching Bastian's face once more before getting in line to board. 


Bastian watched him until he couldn't see him anymore. Then he turned and headed to his gate. 


As he took a seat, his phone buzzed with a message from Sylvain. 


He opened it eagerly. It was a two second video clip of the man blowing a kiss to him from his seat on the 
plane. 


A text accompanied it: "Miss you already <3" 

Bastian smiled and watched the video repeatedly, feeling the lump rise in his throat again 

Bastian managed to get some amount of sleep on the plane, but when they landed, he was exhausted. Weeks 
of sleepless nights and stress on a tiny little bus was catching up to him quickly as the tour adrenaline faded. 


"Just landed," he sent in a text to Sylvain 


His mother picked him up at the airport. He knew she had lots of questions, wanted to hear all his stories, 
but she could tell he was exhausted, and he was thankful she didn't force him to engage in conversation. She 
dropped him at his flat, giving him a few bags of groceries she'd bought for him, and he kissed her goodbye, 
promising he'd be over for dinner on Friday. 


His apartment felt empty, lonely, he realized, as he dumped his things on the floor upon walking inside. He 
heated up a ready-made meal his mother had given him, ate that while watching Youtube and scrolling through 
Instagram. He liked the photos fans tagged him in, finding himself stopping to look at photos of Sylvain as well 


Sylvain hadn't texted him yet. Surely his plane had landed hours ago and he was on the train back to Nancy. 

He sent another text: "Miss you" with a kissy face emoji. He tossed his phone aside and pulled up his laptop 
to take a look at his calendar for the next few weeks. Why the fuck had he scheduled lessons with a student 
tomorrow? That was ambitious. He didn't account for the jetlag that he was sure would be hitting him very 
shortly. He considered canceling, figured it was too last minute, and got up to take a shower. 

He missed the heavy water pressure of American hotels, he realized, as he let the hot shower soothe him. 
But he was happy to be home, in his own shitty economy shower, surrounded by his own things. Even if it felt 


like a stranger's apartment due to him being away for so long. 


In his bed, he scrolled through his recent texts with Sylvain, pausing at the video he had sent of him 


blowing a kiss from the plane. 
He watched it several times, heart aching more with each passing second. 
Just a month and a half, he reminded himself. Then / can see him again 


He only realized he'd fallen asleep when he woke at 3:00AM. He grasped around in the dark for his phone to 
check the time, to see if Sylvain had texted him yet. 


Nothing. 
He switched on his bedside lamp and got up. As he changed into his workout clothes, he scrolled the news 
to make sure no planes had crashed the previous day. Convinced Sylvain had to be home at this point, he put 


on his shoes and headed down from his flat to go to his gym. 


There were a few other people working out. Bastian was surprised he wasn't totally alone. He jumped on the 


treadmill to warm up, put in his headphones, and tried to focus on anything other than his MIA boyfriend. 


Two hours later, Bastian collapsed onto his couch back at his flat, exhausted. 


His phone lit up from the Soilwork group chat and he opened it. 


Tall Man: Jetlag setting in heavy already for me 

Dr. Dave: | can't believe | scheduled myself back at the hospital tomorrow 
Dr. Dave: | hate myself 

Dr. Dave: Why am | like this 

Speed: | left my phone on and your stupid messages woke me up 

Dr. Dave: eat my ass Strid 

Tall Man: Imao 

Speed: spread those cheeks baby 

Dr. Dave: they're always spread wide for you 

Little Drummer Boy: | just got back from the gym lol 

Speed: all of you need to go to sleep 

Dr. Dave: not our fault you don't know how to turn off your volume, boomer 
Speed: | swear | got home and my face hit the pillow 

Tall Man: Bastian is the only responsible one here, already back at the gym 
Little Drummer Boy: gotta stay in shape for all those blast beats ;) 


Bastian pulled up his laptop to answer some e-mails and plan out his day. He had some from management 
confirming interviews at the upcoming festivals, some messages about various endorsements. He scrolled 


mindlessly, updating his calendar, and then got up to make himself some coffee. 


He checked his phone several times that day, hoping for word from Sylvain. Nothing still, and at this point 
he was getting a little worried. Had the man made it home okay? Perhaps he had been so tired that he got 


home and had been sleeping ever since. 


When the next day rolled around, and he still hadn't heard from his boyfriend, he sent a text to Bjorn. 


Bastian: Have you heard from Sylvain at all? 

Bjorn: No. He'd text you before me, though. Is he okay? 

Bastian: That's what l'm trying to figure out. 

Bjorn: Perhaps he's still sleeping off the tour. That man could sleep for a week unchecked. I'm sure he's 
fine. Maybe he lost his phone or something. 

Bjorn: Let me know when you hear from him, though. 


Bastian: Thanks, | will. 


The following day, Bastian was in the studio with Dawn of Demise, relaxing on the couch and observing while 
they were laying some guitar tracks. 


His phone lit up with Sylvain's name and a slew of texts came pouring in all at once. Relief washed over him 


as he snatched up his phone to open the messages. 


Favorite French: Just landed in Paris :) 
Favorite French: On the train home. Hope you get to Copenhagen safely :) 


Favorite French: Image,jpg 
The image was a shot out the window of the train of the French countryside. 


Favorite French: Home sweet home! 

Favorite French: How was your flight? 

Favorite French: | am sure you are tired, | hope you get some sleep once you are homel 
Favorite French: good night Bastian <3 

Favorite French: Bastian? Are you ok? 


And then, finally, 


Favorite French: | realize now you probably haven't gotten any of my texts. just got back from SFR store 
and they fixed my phone for me. It was still in international data plan! | am too old for this shit lol : 
Favorite French: | miss you 


Favorite French: hopefully this stupid phone is working 


Bastian realized his eyes were welling up as he read the texts. He was so relieved to finally hear from his 
boyfriend that he was about to cry. He took a second to breathe before responding, his thumbs flying over 
the keyboard on his phone. 


Bastian: | got your texts finally! 
Bastian: | miss you so much. | got a little worried when | didn't hear from you lol 


Bastian: How are you? 


He stared at his phone, waiting for a response. He got it within a few seconds and 
hurried to open the text. 


Favorite French: | was worried too! | thought you didn't want to talk to me anymore. It turns out I'm just 
dumb :) | am good today. How are you? Can we call this evening? 

Bastian: | am good! | am actually in the studio right now with DoD. Can | call you around 8:00? 

Favorite French: | look forward to it :) 


Favorite French: Imagejpg 


Bastian's breath caught as he opened the image. It was a simple selfie; the man was laying in bed in a black 


t-shirt, arm tucked behind his head and smiling. It was as if Bastian had forgotten how handsome his boyfriend 


was and was reminded of it all over again 
Bastian: very sexy :) 
Bastian: wish | could kiss those lips 
Favorite French: | wish too <3 


When his band finished up in the studio, Bastian practically flew home so that he could call his boyfriend. 


When he got in the door, he called Sylvain, wandering over to his bed to lay down as he waited for the 


Frenchman to pick up. 
"Hello," Sylvain greeted, and Bastian could hear the smile in his voice. 
"Hey," Bastian replied, smile stretching across his face. "How are you?" 


"Good!" Sylvain told him, "But | feel restless, like | need to be on tour again Its weird. | can't get 


comfortable at home yet" 
"I know exactly what you mean, | feel like | constantly need to be occupied with something.” 
Sylvain chuckled sweetly. "Yes, yes, exactly. How was your day, mon ange?" 


They talked all night, as if they hadn't talked in years, when in reality it had been less than a week since 


they'd seen one another. 


Finally, in the very late hour, Bastian was drifting off, and he said, innocently, "I wish you were here in my 


bed with me." 
"Yeah?" 


That ‘yeah’ was riddled with subtext, and the breathlessness with which Sylvain said it had arousal 
spreading through the young drummer's body. 


"Yeah," Bastian replied, absently sliding his hand down to palm his dick. 

"What would you do if | was there in your bed?" Sylvain asked, playfulness tugging at his words. 
Bastian closed his eyes and bit his lip. 

"| wouldn't be able to control myself around you," he told him. 


"Would you want to kiss me?" Sylvain asked. 


"Yes. | miss your lips so bad" 
"What else would you like to do to me?" 


Bastian admittedly wasn't the best at phone sex, but he was horny and missed his boyfriend, and this was 
clearly the road they were headed down 


"Perhaps I'd kiss your neck," he said, "maybe bite it a little." 
"Mmm. What else?" 


"I'd kiss you, everywhere. On your chest. I'd play with your nipples. | like the way you react when | touch 
ther." 


"You like when | moan for you, yes?" Sylvain said, voice heady with desire. "You want me to touch your 


cock?" 


"Yes please," Bastian breathed, keeping his eyes closed and imagining Sylvain there with him. "Please touch 


me. 
"Imagine me stroking your cock," Sylvain said, "and touch yourself for me." 
"Yes..." Bastian slipped his hand into the waistband of his joggers. 
"You doing it?" 
"Mmhmm." 
"Good, mon ange. l'm touching myself, too." 


Sylvain let out a soft moan and Bastian arched his back in response. He would give anything for the man to 
be there with him, to see him fall apart before him. To be the cause of every earth-shattering orgasm. 


For a moment, neither man said anything; the only noises coming from either receiver were quivering 


breaths and little moans. 
And then, "Don't stop, Bastian..." 
"Does it feel good?" Bastian asked him. 


"Yes," the guitarist hissed. "Fuck." 


"Sylv..l'm close." 

"Wait for me, l'm almost there." 

More panting, hitched breaths. 

"l'm cumming. Bastian, cum with me - please, cum with me!" 

Bastian's orgasm coursed through his body and ripped out of him in several throbbing, delicious bursts. He 
let Sylvain know how it felt with moans into his phone, tucked under his ear. On the other end, he heard his 
lover cumming, his name on his lips. 

"You're so good," Sylvain sighed, "So beautiful, so good." 


Bastian smiled, catching his breath. 


"Is gonna be a long fucking month without you." 


Sept. 
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It had indeed been a very long month (and a half), Bastian thought, as he disembarked the train from 
Copenhagen. He was in the train station of a small German town after a several hours long journey. He took a 
seat outside the station, waiting for the car that would be arriving to take him to the festival. 


He was excited; he would be back on stage with Soilwork in front of an epic crowd. That alone got his blood 
pumping. But he would also be reunited with his silver-haired lover, and he had to admit that was what he was 
most looking forward to. 


To finally kiss those lips again, touch his soft, warm skin... He had been left with his fantasies and memories 
of how it had all felt. Now he would have the physical thing once more, even if it would be fleeting. 


He and Sylvain had adapted surprisingly easily to the long-distance relationship over the last few weeks. 
They called each other every night and texted in between, Sylvain sent photos of literally everything he did - 
even little mundane things like topping his breakfast cereal with sliced bananas ("A true French chef," he had 
joked, not one for cooking). It gave Bastian a tiny window into Sylvain's daily life outside of touring and being in a 
metal band, and he loved it. Each photo that Sylvain thought was important enough to send to Bastian was so, 
so precious to the Danish drummer, even if it seemed silly to anyone else. He also loved seeing more and more 


of Sylvain's little slice of France. 


He had become dependent on Sylvain's "Bonjour, mon ange," texts each morning. They were usually 
accompanied by a silly, lazy selfie of the man in bed, hair at all weird angles. Bastian loved knowing that he was 
Sylvain's first thought in the morning and his last before going to sleep. It was, of course, mutual. He was 
falling harder for the man every day. 


And now he was less than a few hours away from seeing his boyfriend, finally, after counting down the 
days. 

He could spot that silver hair from a mile away. 

As he entered into one of the artist tents at Wacken, he saw Sylvain chatting with a couple of people 
Bastian recognized. He was fairly certain the dark haired one was the guitarist from Gojira. And the bald one 


was, of course, Nathan from Sonic Syndicate. 


He wanted to run up and kiss Sylvain. So, so bad. 


Instead, he kept his cool as he approached the small group. Sylvain was clearly telling a very engaging story, 
waving his hands around as he did. But then he caught sight of his boyfriend approaching and he brightened 
significantly, pausing the story to greet him. 

"Bastian! Hil" he said, pulling the drummer into a very tight hug. 


He smelled so good. Bastian tried not to melt into his arms; Sylvain broke away too quickly and put his hand 


on his shoulder, facing his companions. 
‘Christian, this is Bastian, our new drummer. Ah, Bastian, you know Nathan, yes?" 
Bastian nodded and extended his hand to the Gojira guitarist: 
"Nice to meet you, and good to see you again, Nathan." 


"Dirk was by earlier, asking about you," Nathan told him. "Bjorn's over there at the bar with him. You 


should've seen him fanboying over Mustaine before." 
"Ah, thanks, I'll have to find them --" 
"Sylvain!" 


Bastian watched as the silver-haired guitarist turned around to be met with an embrace from a handsome, 


long-haired blonde that Bastian recognized from Amorphis. 


"Esa," Sylvain greeted, hugging the tall Finn for what Bastian decided was a little bit too long. "It is so good 


fo see you!" 
"How have you been?" Esa said, backing away but keeping his hands on Sylvain's arms. 
"Great! I've been great. How about you?" 
"Ive been very good. | was hoping I'd run into you today’ 


"Oh?" Then as an after thought, Sylvain glanced at the quiet Dane next to him. "Esa, have you met Bastian 


yet? Our new drummer?" 
The blonde extended a tattooed arm out and Bastian took it, shaking his hand. 


"Hello," Bastian greeted. 


"Nice to meet you, Bastian. l'm sure we will meet many more times on the road, eh? Get to know each 
other?" With that, he looked back at Sylvain, smiling handsomely with bright white, perfect teeth. “Sylvain, I've 
got this incredible new ESP guitar you've got to try. Do you have time to come with me and check it out?" 

Sylvain looked at Bastian first, then Christian and Nathan, 

"Il catch up with you guys some more later, yes?" he asked. Christian and Nathan nodded and resumed 
talking to one another. Bastian didn't want to be a wet blanket and stop his boyfriend from going off with his 
friend, but he had just seen him for the first time in a month and a half. It had only been a few minutes, and 


the man was already getting dragged away from him again. 


Reluctantly, he nodded, and said, "Okay. l'm going to go say hi to Dirk. Text me to meet up for food in a 
bit?" 


Sylvain smiled and nodded, running his hand down Bastian's arm before following the Finn out of the tent. 


Bastian excused himself from Nathan and Christian upon seeing Dirk waving him over from the other side 


of the tent. David had since joined Bjorn and Dirk, looking drunk already. 
"Hey, Bastian!" Dirk greeted, wrapping Bastian into an enthusiastic hug. 
"Good to see you," Bastian said. "I cant wait to see you play this evening!" 
"Likewise, my friend," Dirk said, releasing his former student from his arms. "I'll be judging harshly!" 
"Well, that makes me way less nervous!" Bastian laughed. 


"| see that Sylvain still has a thing for guitar players," Dirk joked, more to David and Bjorn, nodding in the 


direction where Sylvain and Esa were leaving together. 
David coughed loudly and Bjorn waved a hand dismissively. 


"What do you mean?" Bastian asked, looking over and seeing Esa placing his arm on Sylvain's lower back 


before they disappeared from view. He frowned. 


"Well, back when we toured with Dark Tranquillity, he spent half the tour in Niklas Sundin’s bunk," his 


mentor laughed. "And then there was his little crush on David." 
Bastian glanced at David incredulously but David waved his arms wildly. 
‘Only a crush! Sylvain isn't my type," he insisted, "seeing as | like women!" 


Dirk chuckled, not yet having seen the crestfallen look on Bastian's face, "And obviously, there was Esa." 


"Esa..." Bastian repeated back to him slowly. He saw Bjorn shaking his head and mouthing ‘no’ at him but 
curiosity got the best of him. "What happened with Esa?" 


"Oh, yeah, Sylvain and Esa had a little romance years ago when we did Europe with them," Dirk explained, 
oblivious to Bastian's heart shattering right in front of him. "We thought it was gonna get serious, too. Sylvain 
even stayed up in Finland for a couple of weeks after that. They were cute together, | thought." He laughed and 
added, "They're probably trying to find somewhere to hook up, right now, | bet!" 


Bjorn cleared his throat awkwardly and pointedly glanced at Bastian as he said, Sylvain's actually into 


drummers these days." 


‘Oh? OA Oh, shit, sorry - me and my big mouth," Dirk laughed, realizing what Bjorn was implying. He looked 
at Bastian, "How long have you two been together?" 


"A couple months," Bastian mumbled, face reddening. Sure, Dirk was a friend to him, but he would always 
be a mentor, a teacher first. And it was awkward as hell talking to your teacher about your love life, 
especially when your boyfriend was his former bandmate. Also especially when Dirk had just disclosed some 
very interesting information about Sylvain's previous relationships. 


It hit him that Sylvain had just abandoned him after two minutes to run off somewhere with his apparent 
ex-boyfriend. 


"That's so awesome! Sylvain is a really great guy and I'm happy that he has someone like you, Bastian," Dirk 
was saying, all smiles. "I fully support it!" 


Dirk was being genuine, and if the previous conversation hadn't occurred, Bastian was sure he would be 


beaming with happiness. As it was, he offered a wry smile and nodded his thanks. 


Their conversation thankfully changed focus to Megadeth and Dave Mustaine's antics. Bastian tuned out, 
checking his phone every few minutes, wishing for some sort of text from Sylvain. But Sylvain was surely 


busy now with "trying out" Esa's "new guitar." 


The thought made Bastian's stomach churn, he had no reason to believe Sylvain would cheat on him, right? 
Sylvain seemed to be head over heels for Bastian. But hadn't he once been head over heels for Esa Holopainen 
as well? Perhaps he still was. And the way Esa had dropped his hand to Sylvain's back as they walked out... He 


clearly was still interested. 


Bastian hadn't specifically discussed being monogamous with Sylvain when they entered their relationship, 
however, he assumed when he asked the man to be his boyfriend that it would mean they were each others’ 


one and only. Perhaps he should have been more specific and brought it up. Now he was beginning to panic. 


After a while, Tomi Joutsen and Jan Rechberger also joined their group of jolly drunken Scandinavians. 
Bastian reminded himself that Tomi and Jan had nothing to do with their guitarist fucking his boyfriend years 
ago and forced himself to relax and get to know the Finns. They were supposed to be doing a few more of the 
same festivals together, so it would do Bastian good to befriend them. 


When he finally did get a text, it was from management reminding him he had an interview in twenty 


minutes with instructions on where to go. Nothing from his boyfriend. 


After the interview, he met up with Sven to get some lunch. As they sat together eating brats, the 
keyboardist sighed. Bastian set down his phone on the table, realizing he'd been ignoring his bandmate the 
better half of their meal. 

"Sylvain still hasn't texted you?" 

Bastian swallowed his bite and shook his head. 


‘lm sure he's fine, Bastian. He's got a lot of friends and is probably getting stopped every five minutes by 
someone he knows. Festivals are always a time to catch up with old friends." 


"| know," Bastian said, "I just figured he'd be a little more excited to spend time with me. It's all we'd been 
talking about the last few weeks." 


"You'll have time together. In fact, we'll be traveling in a tiny little van together to Bloodstock and Summer 


Breeze. You won't be able to get away from him!" 
Bastian smiled at Sven's attempt to make him feel better. 
"You're right. | guess | just miss him, that's all." 
"You won't after a few days," Sven said, smirking. "I'm already sick of you all again and it's been a couple of 


hours." 


Five minutes before Soilwork were meant to go on stage is when Sylvain finally showed face again. Everyone 
in the band had tried texting and calling him, including management. Jimmy had finally gotten the text that he 


was on his way. 


‘Sorry, sorry, sorry," the Frenchman apologized, throwing his guitar strap over his shoulder and joining his 
band sidestage. 


"Oh thank God" Bjorn sighed in relief. "We thought you got kidnapped or something.” 


"| already learned all your parts on the keyboard," Sven joked. "Just in case." 


David visibly relaxed at his fellow guitarists appearance and finished his third cigarette in a row, crushing 


it beneath his boot. 


"| texted you, like, fifty times,” Bastian told Sylvain, leaning in and speaking lowly so the others wouldn't 


hear. "| was getting really worried." 


"I know, Bastian, I'm sorry," Sylvain said earnestly. "I got distracted - Esa and | got to chatting about old 


times. l'm sure you understand." 
"You could've texted back," Bastian said, and the Frenchman tensed, but nodded. 
"| know. I'll make it up to you after, yes?" 
"Yeah, okay." 
Bastian pushed his insecurities to the back of his head. The intro music was playing and it was time to get 


on with the show. 


The fact that they hadn't played in a month and a half showed, unfortunately. David was a bit drunk and 
sloppy. Bastian fucked up a few parts on some of their most iconic songs. Bjorn's voice sounded strained toward 


the end of the set. 


The crowd still received them well and Bastian felt good getting off stage. The high from performing faded a 
little when he tried to make eye contact with Sylvain, but the man looked away. What was up with that? 


Pretty quickly afterwards the guys were ushered into a van together to take off to the other side of 
Germany. Sylvain slid into the seat next to Bastian, furthest in the back of the van, and strung their fingers 
together. 


"Hey," he said softly, and Bastian couldn't help but smile. Despite still being hurt at Sylvain's actions earlier, 


he was weak to the man's charm. 


"Hey," Bastian greeted back, and he received a kiss to the cheek. His heart melted a bit. This man had no 


clue the power he held over him. 


"Bastian," he started, voice low, "I'm sorry | didn't spend time with you today. | want to make it up to you, 


so bad. I've missed you so much. | didn't mean to get so caught up in old friends--" 


‘Old lovers," Bastian interjected, though it pained him to say it. 


Sylvain stopped, startled, big brown eyes looking confused. 

"Did someone - who told --" 

"Dirk" 

"Oh" Sylvain went quiet. 

"Is.is that all you have to say?" 

"l--" the Frenchman started, but then Sven climbed into the seat next to him and he fell silent again 

"We'll talk at the hotel," Bastian said. 

Sylvain nodded and gripped Bastian's hand tightly in his. 

It was a very long journey. They had a couple of rest stops, and Sylvain remained glued to Bastian's side as 
they went in and out of the van 

By the time they arrived at the hotel, it was very early in the morning. Bastian was exhausted, not having 


slept much along the journey. He gently shook Sylvain awake; the older man had fallen asleep in his lap. 


Once inside their room, Bastian no longer cared about what had transpired earlier - about Sylvain running 
off with Esa for hours. He was tired, too tired to care, and his body was crying out for the touch of his 
lover. 

‘I'm so starved for you," Bastian said. Sylvain had barely dropped his luggage before the drummer pinned 
him to the nearest wall and began to kiss him, deeply, clumsily. He could finally do what he'd wanted to do that 
distance had denied them for weeks. 

"Fais-moi lamour" Sylvain begged. 

"| don't know what that means," Bastian giggled into Sylvain's neck. He smelled and tasted delectable. 

"Fuck me," Sylvain told him. 


| have every intention of doing so," the Dane replied, and forcibly guided his willing lover to the closest bed. 


Bastian nearly forgot just how damn good Sylvain felt. They hadn't fucked in this position yet before. In 


their desperation, Bastian had bent Sylvain over the edge of the bed and taken him, with little preparation. He 
was so tight, hot, and ready. 


The drummer couldn't help it - he yanked on Sylvain's hair a little, and the Frenchman cried out, arching 


his back and yelling out a stream of French words. 


"Oh, you like that?" Bastian asked, tugging the guitarists hair a little more, and Sylvain whimpered in 


response. 
"Yeah," he said 


Bastian pressed Sylvain down, keeping one hand on his neck and placing the other on his hip. He fucked him 
hard, rough. It felt like ecstasy. He fucked him harder and rougher for every hour he had spent with Esa that 
afternoon. He bet the Finn had never given it to him like this before. 


Sylvain's moans were becoming incoherent combinations of English and French. Bastian let loose his neck and 
used that hand to reach underneath to yank the man's cock in time with his thrusts. 


"Harder," Sylvain begged. Bastian gave it to him. 


The hotel room was filled with the wet sound of skin slapping against skin, their gasping breaths, and moans 
in three different languages. 


"You want me to cum inside of you?" Bastian asked. 
"Yeah!" Sylvain said. "Please!" 


Bastian cried out as his orgasm rose up and made his body quake. He emptied himself into his lover's 
tightness, fingers clenching hard enough to leave bruises on his hips. 


He yanked Sylvain up by the hair, receiving a cry of surprised pleasure from the man, and use his other 
hand to hurriedly jerk him off. Sylvain shook against him as his own orgasm wracked his bones. He sent several 
streams of hot white across the hotel bedspread. 


Bastian loosened his grip on the guitarist but didn't let go. For a while, they regained their breath, amazed 
at what had just transpired. He gently released his lover and Sylvain turned around to meet him with a kiss. 
Bastian wrapped his arms around him and held him close, so grateful to finally be with this amazing man once 


more. 


"Maybe we should be separated for months at a time more often," Sylvain joked, "if you're going to fuck 
me like that every time." 


"lIl fuck you like that every day if that's your wish," Bastian said, "But | do not wanna be without you that 


long ever again" 


Sylvain kissed him again, and Bastian was greeted with that sweet, sweet smile and big brown eyes. He felt 
words tugging at his lips, but he knew it was too soon to say such things, and held back. Instead, he dotted 
Sylvain's face with little kisses, causing the man to chuckle. 


Shall we grab a shower and get some sleep?" he asked, and Bastian accepted his invitation eagerly. 
In the back of his mind as he tried to sleep later, Sylvain in his arms, a handsome Finnish guitar player 


lurked, mocking him. Esa had long ago revoked his rights to Sylvain, so Bastian would make sure that the next 


time he saw the man, he made that clear. 


Huit. 


Sylvain knew it had been a bad idea from the start. When Esa had surprised him and embraced him, he 
found himself falling all over again for the man's charm. Despite the years of hurt and betrayal, he still felt 
himself drawn to the Finn. It had been a long time since he'd seen him. He still looked good. Of course he did. 


But he had Bastian now, and Bastian was absolutely incredible. He was handsome, talented, passionate, and so 
sweet to him. Yet something deep in the guitarist convinced him that he wasn't worthy of Bastian, that it 


wouldn't last, that the Dane would find someone better and younger than him and leave him. 


Wasn't that exactly what Esa had done, time and again? Bastian wasn't Esa, sure. But Sylvain's love hadn't 
been enough to keep Esa around. What if it wasn't enough for Bastian, either? 


And so he already found himself slipping back into the old patterns. Esa's hand dropped to his lower back as 
they exited the tent. Sylvain glanced over his shoulder to see if Bastian had seen, but he didn't see the 
drummer anymore - he must've wandered off to talk to Dirk already. 

He had been so happy to finally see his light, his angel, his love. Yes, he was deeply, madly in love with 
Bastian, but he was afraid to say it. It was too soon into their relationship, despite Sylvain having pined for 
Bastian the moment he met him. Shit, the very night Bastian kissed him for the first time, in that hotel hot 
tub, he was ready to spill every word of love from his mouth. But he held back. He didn't want to push Bastian 


away with his emotions as he had done to Esa. 
He had sort of hoped Bastian would've told him to stay, to not go off with Esa. 


"You haven't texted me in months," Esa was saying, and Sylvain pulled himself from his thoughts to focus 


on his ex-lover. 
"Was | supposed to?" Sylvain pressed, frowning. 
Esa glanced at him, giving him that smile. That fucking smile. 


"Don't be silly, Sylvain. | always want to hear from you. | know things got a little weird between us for a 


bit, but you're still a dear friend to me." 


"This is just about guitars," Sylvain stated, waving his hand, moreso to reinforce it in his own mind. 
"Nothing more." 


"That hurts," Esa laughed, dropping his arm from Sylvain's back as they walked through throngs of 


musicians, press, and crew. "Give me the benefit of the doubt, Sylv." 


"| did - hundreds of times," Sylvain said. "And you still went behind my back" 


"And | apologized ‘til | was blue in the face," Esa said. "I didn't think you'd get so attached | made my 


intentions clear from the start. You know that. We've been over this." 


Sylvain's face reddened. Of course Esa would refer to his undying love and devotion as an attachment. It 
made him want to turn around and leave. But he clenched his jaw, feeling like he had something to prove, 


feeling like he could show that he had moved on if Esa would just listen 


Esa was right, though. He had been up front with him at the beginning of their relationship. He had a wife 
at home. This was just for fun. It was just sex, no attachments. Sylvain had fallen for him anyway and 
proceeded to suffer in silence as Esa fucked others on that tour as well. He still remembered the pain he felt 
upon walking in on him and Tomi Joutsen in the back of the bus; he had just finished telling Bjorn all about Esa 
and how he was sure the two of them were meant to be. He had felt like such a fool. But instead of ending 
things with Esa, he kept going back to him, hoping he could convince the man that he was the only one worthy 
of his love. 


He recalled catching a red-eye to Helsinki when Esa drunkenly called him to come visit him while his wife 
was out of town. He had been a fool, ready to drop everything for the man at any given moment. Yet on the 


numerous occasions he begged Esa to come to France, he only received excuses or silence. 


It went on for years. Sylvain would tell himself he didn't need Esa, and just when the Frenchman was feeling 
confident enough to move on, he'd wedge himself back into his life. They'd run into each other at a festival or 
Esa would come out to a show in Finland. He couldn't free himself of the chains of which Esa refused to claim 
ownership. 


Soon they made it to the Amorphis trailer, pausing momentarily to talk to some of the guys in Omnium 
Gatherum on the way. Tomi Koivusaari was out grilling with Olli-Pekka under a tarp for shade. They waved to 
Sylvain as he passed and stepped into the trailer. Inside, he was greeted with the whirring of multiple fans 
blowing. It was several degrees cooler inside, for which Sylvain was grateful. His shirt was already sticking to 
him from sweating in the German heat. 


Inside he froze for a moment upon seeing one of the men Esa had slept with staring right back at him. 
Santeri, the Amorphis keyboardist, gave him a warm smile, as though that history wasn't there, as though he 
didn't know that he sparked jealousy in every fiber of Sylvain's being. 

Or, well, he used to. 

What was Sylvain jealous of now? 


He had Bastian. Right? 


"Hello, Sylvain," he greeted, standing from from the couch he'd been in and shifting around the keyboard he 
had set up. He enveloped the Frenchman in a hug, and Sylvain accepted it, noting that the man smelled very 


good. "How have you been?" 


Before he could answer, Esa cut in, speaking in Finnish. He and Santeri had a brief exchange, of which 


Sylvain understood absolutely nothing, and then Santeri nodded at Sylvain and exited the trailer. 


"You mind latching the lock, Sylv?" Esa asked over his shoulder, picking up a guitar that had been propped 
against the couch and moving it out of the way. 


Locking the door? For what? Sylvain knew this wasn't a good idea, knew if he left the door open, he'd be 
less tempted to... Less tempted to what? Have a fucking backbone for once, Sylvain, and just say no. 


Yet he obeyed. He always obeyed Esa. 
"Vittu saatana" Esa said, peeling off his shirt. "It's fucking hot in here." 


Sylvain felt all confidence in his new relationship with Bastian shattering as the lock clicked under his thumb. 


Bastian woke the next morning, streaks of sun coming through the hotel curtains. He smiled at the feeling of 
the warm body next to him and turned, wrapping an arm around his silver-haired love. This woke Sylvain up, 
and the Frenchman cracked open his eyes, giving Bastian a first look of that deep amber he loved so much. 


"Bonjour, mon ange," he said, barely a whisper. Bastian's heart swelled and he bit his lip. 


"Good morning," he replied, and kissed him softly on the forehead. "It's so good to hear you say that to me 


in person again." 


"Bastian," Sylvain said, looking at him with doe-like eyes, "I'm so sorry about yesterday. | really am. | had 
innocent intentions when | went off with Esa. | really did only go to play around with his guitars, | swear --" 


"Sylvain, it's okay," Bastian said, smoothing a thumb over one of the man's eyebrows. "I trust you. | was 
just upset because | had been dying to see you and | felt like you just brushed me off. | understand now that 


you just wanted to see your friends." 


"No - Bastian - | want you to be my priority. | never want you to feel like you're not important to me, and 
| already failed" Sylvain's expression and words were so earnest that it broke Bastian's heart a litle. 


‘Its okay," Bastian said again. 


"No - it's not. Esa - he -," Sylvain faltered, and Bastian stroked his fingers through the man's hair 
comfortingly. 


"You can tell me," the Dane prompted. 

"We have a history," Sylvain tried again. "An on-again-off-again thing. And he just assumed...” 
Bastian swallowed hard, not liking where this was going. 

"What did he assume?" 

Sylvain bit his lip and lost eye contact, and exhaled a long breath. 

"He kissed me.” 


Sadness filled inside Bastian, flooding up to his ears. He couldn't hear his own thoughts over his devastation. 


Esa kissed Sylvain. Sylvain was kissed by Esa. Just yesterday. 
"Oh," he managed to say. 


"I stopped it right away," Sylvain said quickly, "| promise. Nothing happened beyond that. | just had to tell 


you, because it was eating away at me. | feel so guilty." 


"You did nothing wrong," Bastian forced himself to say, but he dropped his hand from Sylvain's face, instead 
favoring tangling his fingers in the bed sheet and pulling it up to his chest. 


"Please don't be upset with me," Sylvain begged. "I swear | stopped him. We had a long talk - about how 
he'd hurt me over the years and been with other people behind my back. He tried to get me to forgive him. | 


think he just wanted me to sleep with him again. | refused. You're the only one | want" 


Bastian looked into Sylvain's eyes, searching. He felt in his heart that Sylvain was telling the 
truth, but it still hurt. 


"Please," Sylvain said, quietly, "Please tell me it's okay?" 


‘Its okay," Bastian said automatically, and Sylvain swooped in to claim his lips. The guitarist gripped his face, 
kissing him hard, deeply. 


Bastian let Sylvain take control, distracted, his mind working heavily to process this information Of course 


Sylvain said no fo Esa He's your boyfriend, he thought. Sylvain likes you. He doesn’t have feelings for Esa anymore. 


Sylvain broke away and slipped under the covers, kissing Bastian's chest and stomach along the way. 
Realizing what the man was going to do, Bastian's eyes fluttered close. The first touch of Sylvain's lips on his 


cock felt otherworldly. 


Bastian pushed Esa Holopainen from his thoughts and decorated Sylvain's tongue with his cum. 


Neuf. 


Author's Notes: 
l'm still picking away at this, slowly and steadily. 


The next several festivals went well. 


Bastian could admit that he was relieved Amorphis wasn't sharing any of the recent dates with them. If he 
saw Esa again, it would be much too soon A few weeks later, he had mostly forgotten about Esa His traveling 
schedule had been hectic. When he was away from Sylvain, he was busy traveling, sleeping, or dealing with 
prior engagements. It helped dull the ache of missing the man when they were apart. And when they rejoined 
for festivals and hotels, he felt their relationship deepened and strengthened. 


He was particularly ready for the week of festivals in Sweden. He and Sylvain had planned to get a hotel 
together for some quality time between shows. And then after that, Soilwork would be going back into the 
studio. It would be Bastian's first album with the group, and he didn't know what to expect. But he knew he was 


excited. 


They were capping off their first weekend of festivals in Scandinavia with Sweden Rock. It had been an 


incredible show so far before an inevitable stage injury occurred. 


Towards the end of the last song in the set, Bastian was living for the energy behind the kit. In his in-ears, 
he heard a weird smattering of notes as Sylvain's guitar cut out, and he glanced around, not seeing the man 
from his throne. He looked at Bjorn, who had turned back, looking horrified, and that's when Bastian realized his 
boyfriend had to have fallen onto the ground. Not knowing what happened, Bastian continued to play, calming 
slightly as he watched Bjorn help Sylvain back up to his feet. 


Sylvain swayed for a moment, looking confused, but managed to continue playing til the end of the song. 


Bastian frowned but focused on completing the performance. 

"Thank you so much!" Bjorn told the crowd at the end of the song, but he sounded rushed. Bastian came 
around from behind his kit to bow with the rest of the band to the audience and toss out some sticks. He 
glanced sidelong at Sylvain and saw streaks of blood dripping down his forehead. Panic set in, and as Soilwork 
exited the stage, he hurriedly caught up to his boyfriend. 

"Oh my God, what happened?" he said, placing his hand on Sylvain's back. 


"I'm - l'm not sure, actually,” Sylvain laughed lightheartedly, and Bjorn cut in 


"I elbowed him in the fucking face," he said. "Sylvain, I'm so, so sorry. Oh my God. Jesus, you're bleeding like 


crazy!" 
"Is it that bad?" Sylvain wondered, reaching up to touch his forehead. 


David pushed in front of them, so they stopped as the doctor dampened a towel with a bottle of water and 
pressed it against Sylvain's head. Bjorn continued to apologize profusely, looking incredibly upset. 


"Hold it there, with pressure," the doctor said. "I'll take a closer look at it when we get backstage." 


Later, as they packed into the van that would be taking them to their hotel, Sylvain slid into the seat next 
to Bastian with a big smile. His forehead was bandaged and the blood was cleaned up. 


"lm going to check on him at the hotel," David told Bastian "Run a few little tests that we couldn't do in 
the medical tent." 


Bastian frowned and laced his fingers with Sylvain's as they began the drive. 
Bastian sighed with relief when the hotel room door finally cracked open. David slipped outside, keeping it 
open for Bastian to enter after they finished speaking. 


"He has a mild concussion," the doctor said. "And a giant egg on his head. He'll be fine, just needs a few 


days' rest. He should be good in time for next week's festivals but | wanna check on him before then" 
"Okay," Bastian nodded. "Thanks, Doctor." 
David grinned, showing a hint of snus under his lip. 


"Just don't let him take part in any strenuous activity" The guitarist accented the last part with a 
suggestive wink, and Bastian blushed. 


"Right," Bastian said. 
David placed his hand on the drummer's shoulder. "Bastian, relax. It's little more than a cut. Your boyfriend 
is perfectly fine. Believe me, he's experienced worse on tour. It's not the first time I've had to put stitches in 


his forehead." 


Bastian realized his whole body was tense. He took a deep breath, let it out, and nodded again 


"Okay. Thanks, David." 

With that, his band mate left down the hall, and Bastian entered the room. 

'Hey," Sylvain greeted 

"Hey," Bastian said, crawling into the bed where Sylvain lay, blankets up to his chest. He leaned in and gave 
the silver-haired man a kiss on the lips. When he pulled away, Sylvain regarded him with confusion "Something 


wrong?" 


"We're..." Sylvain seemed to be trying to get his brain to function, "together. Ah, right! You and me, we're 
together. | forgot!" 


Bastian's eyes widened and anxiety rose up in his throat like bile. Did his lover's memory loss span part of 
their relationship together? 


"Relax, mon ange," Sylvain said quickly, "I'm just teasing. You looked so worried coming in. The only thing | 


can't actually remember is what happened right before Bjorn knocked me in my face." 

"For fanden" Bastian cursed, "| ought to give you a second concussion for that" 

Sylvain chuckled sweetly, and Bastian melted 

"Sorry, Bastian. l'm totally fine though, just a little sore. But David loaded me up with painkillers." He 
gestured to the bedside table where a few bottles of pills sat. "Though | don't know why he had to check my 
prostate to see if | had a concussion" 

He cracked up at the incredulous face Bastian pulled. 


‘lm sorry," he apologized, and tucked his face into Bastian's shoulder as he laughed. 


"Wow. You jerk!" Bastian exclaimed, but laughed anyway and circled his arms around his love to hold him 


tight. 
"It hurts to laugh," Sylvain groaned. "My head...” 
"I know a good way to cure headaches," Bastian said, voice heavy with suggestion. 


"How's that?" Sylvain asked, expression clearly pained. Bastian kissed him on the nose before slipping his 
hand under the sheets, finding Sylvain's groin and applying pressure to it. "Oh." 


"May |?" Bastian asked, 


"Oh, absolutely," Sylvain breathed, and Bastian pushed the bed covers away and slid down. 


Sylvain's concussion had sort of ruined Bastian's plans of having copious amounts of sex while they had the 
hotel together. They did still get to do fun touristy things together in Stockholm during the week, taking 
frequent breaks so that Sylvain could go back to the hotel and rest in the quiet. After a few days, Sylvain 
seemed to be back in fighting form, so they ventured out more, even getting to experience a romantic candlelit 
dinner by the water. 

As they got back to the hotel from that particular evening, Bastian was feeling particularly heady from all 
the alcohol they'd consumed during dinner. Sylvain pulled the cork from the bottle of wine they'd brought back 
with them and took a long swig. He passed it to Bastian who did the same. 

‘| wanna fuck you tonight," Sylvain said. His accent became much thicker the drunker he got. Bastian giggled. 


"Sounds nice," Bastian said, kicking off his shoes and swaying over to the bed where he tossed himself onto 


his stomach. 


Sylvain climbed on the bed with him and laid on top of him, planting a firm kiss to his neck and running his 


hands along his arms. 
"Mmm," Bastian moaned happily, enjoying the weight of the other man on him. "You sure you're capable?" 
"Capable? Sylvain repeated, offended. "I'm more than capable! I'll show you --" 


| meant with your head," Bastian quickly corrected himself, laughing. "Dr. Dave said no strenuous activity 


til you were feeling a hundred percent again" 

"| feel a hundred and ten percent!" Sylvain insisted. "I'll feel a hundred and twenty when l'm inside of you." 

"Oh yeah?" Bastian teased. 

‘Oh yeah," Sylvain told him, and planted kisses all along Bastian's neck, shoulders, ears, and cheeks. 
Excitement and raw desire flooded Bastian's body as Sylvain applied pressure to all his erogenous spots. He 
shuddered and moaned happily; Sylvain was getting hard now, and he could feel it as the man pushed his hips 
against him. 


Sylvain pulled Bastian's shirt up to expose his back and kissed along the drummer's spine. 


‘Love all your muscles," Sylvain admired, his hands joining in to knead his lover's skin 


"Love you" Bastian let slip playfully, and then froze. Sylvain also froze on top of him and Bastian mentally 
kicked himself, not having meant to say those words so out of the blue. Sure, he had been planning to say it 
for the first time soon, but he'd meant to do it more formally. Maybe with a bouquet of flowers or 


something. Not while they were buzzed and about to have sex. 


"You do..?" Sylvain asked, sounding small and quiet. Bastian moved underneath him and Sylvain got off of him 
so that he could turn over. 


Bastian sat up and looked at his silver-haired lover. Sylvain was sitting cross-legged now, picking at his 
hands and looking at Bastian like he was a deer and the drummer was the headlights of a car. 


"| do," Bastian said, and blushed, laughing awkwardly. 

"Say - say it again," Sylvain said. 

"| love you," Bastian said, firmly. And the smile that burst across Sylvain's face nearly broke the drummer. 

"Say it again,” Sylvain repeated, leaning forward, his big brown eyes sparkling. 

Bastian chuckled and ran a hand through his hair. "I love you." 

"Again!" 

"For fuck's sake, Sylvain, | love you, alright?" Bastian laughed, and Sylvain dove in to kiss him hard. He'd 
never been held so tightly by the Frenchman; it nearly took his breath away. Sylvain knocked him onto his back 
and straddled him before sitting up, both hands placed on Bastian's chest. 

‘| love you, too," Sylvain grinned, and Bastian's heart soared. 

"Yeah?" Bastian breathed, and his boyfriend nodded, unable to stop smiling. "Say it again 

"| love you, too," Sylvain said again, and leaned down for another kiss. 

"Say it again, but in French," Bastian giggled as Sylvain took a breath. 


"Je taime," Sylvain told him, and kissed him on the nose, "mon angel" 


"| love you so much," Bastian said, and Sylvain began kissing his neck and working open the buttons of his 
shirt. "Im glad you feel the same. Relieved, actually." 


"Did you think | wouldn't?" Sylvain giggled into his ear, and Bastian flushed red - both with embarrassment 


and desire. 


"Well - I'd hoped for the best, anyway," the younger one chuckled. 


‘lm so fucking happy right now," Sylvain said, and bit the lobe of Bastian's ear while moving his hips down 


in a very straightforward motion. "Now lets get back to what we were doing minutes ago, yes?" 


"Yes," Bastian breathed. 


Bastian had only taken cock one other time in his life. That was back when he was still experimenting, and 
he'd let a total stranger fuck away his virginity. So he was only somewhat prepared for how it would feel when 


Sylvain began to fuck him. 


It wasn't the best feeling. Sylvain had taken his time, opening Bastian up, preparing him, making sure he was 


slick and ready. He'd done nothing wrong, really. Bastian was just nervous. 

"You're so tense, mon ange," he said, concerned as he slowed his movements. "Just try to relax." 

"Don't stop," Bastian begged. Drawing attention to his discomfort would only make it worse. Sylvain obeyed 
and continued to fuck him, dropping down to tuck his face into Bastian's neck. Sylvain's erratic breathing turned 
him on, and the younger one scraped his fingers along his lover's back, encouraging him. "So good... 

"You're so tight," Sylvain breathed. "You feel so good, mon amour: 

The guitarist hooked an arm under Bastian's knee and lifted up his leg to drive deeper into him. This shift in 
position caused the younger to cry out in surprise as Sylvain nailed him right in the prostate. It was blindingly 
intense, and Bastian had no time to recover before his lover hit that spot again. And again. And again. 

"Oh my God," he gasped. "Please!" 


"Please, what?" Sylvain groaned, continuing to drive in and out of him and biting at his neck and chest. 


"Don't stop," Bastian cried, and the moans Sylvain drew from him with each thrust were getting louder. 


Bastian was losing control. He was beginning to see white. 
"I can't last, Bastian," Sylvain grunted. "I'm going to cum so hard" 


Bastian snaked his hand between them so he could jerk his cock in time with Sylvain's thrusts. The heat 
had built up inside him already - it took no effort to pour himself over the edge. He yelled out as his orgasm 
hit hard. Wave after wave of warmth and pleasure hit him, causing his toes to curl. His cum spewed out in 
hot jets across his and Sylvain's chests. His over-sensitized body twitched in discomfort as Sylvain continued 


to fuck him. 


"Cumming," Sylvain moaned, and his hips snapped out of rhythm as he buried every last drop inside of his 


young lover. 

They laid like that for several minutes, fighting to recover. Finally, Sylvain rolled off of him, and Bastian 
frowned as he felt the man's cum begin to drip out of him. He'd never been filled before. What an odd 
sensation. 

"l'm a mess," Bastian chuckled, looking down at his cum-smeared stomach. 

"A beautiful mess," Sylvain told him, and Bastian tilted his head to meet those dark amber eyes looking at 
him. Like the sweetest chocolate. Bastian reached out to gently run his fingertips across Sylvain's forehead, 
near the stitches left on the man's healing wound. "My beautiful mess." 


Bastian smiled. 


He was in love. 


Dix. 


Author's Notes: 
| name dropped sooo many Swedes in this chapter. Has there been a festival where all of the bands | mentioned 


played the same year? Idk but | definitely had a good time writing them all partying together. 


Waking up in his lover's arms the following morning was pure bliss. Knowing he'd admitted his feelings to 
Sylvain, and knowing the man felt the same way, filled his entire body with warm contentedness. He'd be fine 
never leaving this bed. Alas... 

Sylvain stirred next to him, cracking open tired eyes. 


"Morning, mon ange," he greeted, yawning. 


"Good morning," Bastian said, and drew him in for a kiss. "David's going to be over in a bit to check on your 


stitches. How's your head feeling?" 
"I feel totally fine," Sylvain said. "Back to normal, actually." 


"Good." Bastian drew his fingertips along his lover's forehead before kissing him again. "Shall we get up and 
start preparing for the day? Van will be picking us up in a few hours." 


"| don't want our time together to end yet," Sylvain said, emotions swimming in his eyes. "Do we have long 


before David arrives?" 

Bastian leaned over to check his phone. "He said he'd be here in about an hour." 

"That's plenty of time," Sylvain grinned, and suddenly he was straddling Bastian under the covers. 

"Mm, it's never enough time with you," Bastian moaned, his body igniting as he felt the man work a grind in 
his lap. He placed his hands firmly on his waist and guided his motions as his cock hardened. Sylvain's cock was 
already drooling precum, and Bastian felt it moisten his belly as he moved. He breathed in deeply as the musk 
of his lover filled his senses. "Love you," he said, and Sylvain moaned. 

"Love you," the Frenchman replied earnestly, dipping down to kiss the younger man's chest. 


They made love a record amount of times in that hour before David showed up. They even took an extra 


long shower together to soothe their sore, spent bodies. 


Bastian was toweling off his hair from their shower when the expected knock at the door came. He peeped 
through the hole, saw it was David, and let him in. 


"Hey," the doctor greeted, grinning. "How's my patient doing?" 
"He's good! Finishing up in the bathroom." 
"Good. And how are you?" David asked. "Did you guys enjoy your week together?" 


"It was amazing!" Bastian told him. "Minus the whole concussion thing. That put a bit of a damper on our 
plans." 


"Well, | hope you took care of the old man," David said. "We need him in fighting shape for this evening." 


"Oh, he took care of me," came Sylvain's voice as the man exited the bathroom, towel around his waist. The 


phrase was heavy with suggestion, and even David blushed slightly. Bastian bit back a grin. 


"Time to take out those stitches, Coudret," David told him, and the Frenchman nodded, heading over to his 
suitcase to get dressed. Bastian watched his retreating back hungrily. David was blind if he couldn't see the 
pink scratch marks left on the man's otherwise smooth skin. It made Bastian flush with want all over again. He 
licked his lips, watching the man's muscles work while he searched through his luggage. That perfect specimen 


was all his. Every inch of that skin had been claimed by Bastian's lips. 


Bastian distracted himself with shaving while David looked over Sylvain. When he came back out into the 


room, David had finished removing the stitches and examining the guitarist. 

"Looks like you did a good job caring for Sylvain," he announced, putting away his tools into his doctor's bag. 
"Though | see you two helped yourselves to some alcohol." He gestured to the wine bottles littered around the 
room. 

"You can't keep a Frenchman from his wine," Sylvain insisted. 


"Nor a Dane from alcohol in general!" Bastian added, grinning. 


"Anyway," David smirked, straightening up, "I'll catch you gentlemen in a few hours. I've a lunch date with 


the wife in the city." 


They said quick goodbyes to the guitarist. The Swede was barely out the door when Sylvain was back on 
Bastian like a hungry lion 


"I thought you were sore," Bastian chuckled, knocking his head back into the wall as Sylvain slid down onto 
his knees before him. 


"And | thought you were tired," Sylvain said, opening the front of Bastian's jeans, "but your cock is saying 
otherwise." 


Load-in at this particular festival was nothing out of the normal. Bastian planned to help with some of the 
equipment before heading off to catering to meet Sylvain for lunch. They had two hours before they were 
meant to go on stage. Bjorn and David had been whisked away for interviews. Markus helped Bastian and the 
crew with the setup. Sven hadn't arrived yet, but he was supposedly meant to appear in time for their set. 


"Is that Olli-Pekka | see?" 


Bastian heard Markus greeting someone and turned to see two familiar Finns approaching them. Bastian's 


stomach churned. He thought Amorphis weren't playing this particular festival until the next day. 


He watched silently as the two bass players embraced, then looked at the much shorter, tattooed man 


next to the lanky Olli-Pekka. Jan 

The drummer grinned at him. 

"Hey, Bastian, how are you?" His voice was gentle and unassuming. Bastian did like the drummer from the 
few interactions they'd had. He had to remind himself that the problem he had wasn't with Amorphis; it was 
with Esa Holopainen specifically. 

Bastian smiled back at him and shook his hand. 


| thought you weren't playing ‘til tomorrow," he said. 


"We're not," Jan said. "But tour took us here a day early so we figured we'd check the other bands on our 
day off. Esa's around here somewhere, too. He ran into Sylvain already." 


Bastian tried not to react to that and instead chatted idly with the Amorphis guys for a while, trying to 
come up with a friendly way out of the conversation He had to find Sylvain. Right away. 


But why was he panicking? It wasn't like Esa was going to try something with Sylvain, right? Sylvain would 
obviously shut it down immediately. After all, he'd just confessed his love for Bastian one night ago. He simply 
was no longer interested in Esa. 


After he managed to excuse himself by lying and saying he had to go to the bathroom, Bastian walked 


swiftly to the catering tent, his heart racing. Why did the mere mention of Esa have him a nervous wreck? 


As he burst into the large covered dining area, his gaze picked up the silver hair of his love right away in 


the crowd of artists and crew moseying about. He was chatting with a taller, long-haired man whose back was 


turned to Bastian, but the Dane knew immediately who it was by the tattoos on his arms. And those stupid 
long legs in those stupid tight pants. 


Fucking Esa 

Bastian stopped in his tracks, observing. Sylvain looked mildly uncomfortable, smiling awkwardly and nodding 
along to whatever the silken-haired guitarist was saying to him. He had to think of a clever way to intervene, 
or, well - fuck that. 


He needed no excuse to approach his boyfriend. 


Still, he stopped at the bar and grabbed a couple beers for himself and Sylvain before walking over. 
Smoothly, he sidled up to Sylvain's side and wrapped his arm around the man's waist. 


"Bastian, hey," he greeted, and took the beer Bastian extended to him. 

"Hey, my love," Bastian grinned, and leaned in to kiss Sylvain's cheek. The guitarist looked at him in surprise 
at the display of public affection, but smiled anyway before taking a sip of his beverage. Bastian turned to look 
at the Finnish man, his grip remaining tight on Sylvain's thin waist. "Hello, Esa" 

"Bastian, hey," Esa greeted, giving him a friendly smile. God, the man was even more attractive than Bastian 
remembered. No wonder Sylvain was in love with him - had been in love with him. Even Bastian felt himself 
blushing slightly just from being spoken to. "We were just talking about Sylvain's little mishap last week." 

"Mishap?" Bastian asked, furrowing his brow. 


Esa gestured to the healing scar on the Frenchman's forehead. 


"Ah, yes," Bastian nodded and grimaced. "Luckily he's all good now, yeah?" He pointedly ran his hand up and 
down Sylvain's side before taking a sip of his beer. 


"Bjorn nailed me pretty good," Sylvain chuckled. 


"He sure did. The photos you sent me were quite gruesome," Esa said, and Bastian swore the Finn was 


smirking. Asshole. 


Sylvain had sent him photos? What was Sylvain doing texting Esa? What else had he been sharing with the 
guitarist without Bastian knowing? This upset him quite a bit, but he hid it well, continuing to chat with the 
two guitarists for a few more minutes. Soon, they were interrupted by the singer of Amorphis, Tomi. The 
heavily-tattooed Finn smiled at them before placing a hand on Esa's shoulder. 


He spoke to Esa in Finnish, and they exchanged a few words before Esa looked back at his company. 


"Some sort of confusion about the amp l'm using tomorrow," he sighed. "I've got to go. It was nice chatting 


with you two." 
Tomi waved in friendly acknowledgment before heading away with his bandmate. 
"Would you like to get some food?" Sylvain asked, brushing his fingertips down Bastian's arm. 
"You've been texting Esa?" Bastian blurted, hurt. Sylvain looked at him in surprise. 


‘Of course. Esa's still my friend," he said by way of explanation, as if that made it any better. "C'mon, let's 
get something to eat. The sausages they have looked really good" 


Sylvain, I'm sorry, but - it's a little weird to me that you're stil talking to him when he's your ex. 
Especially when he kissed you just a few weeks ago." 


"Let's talk about this later, okay?" Sylvain said gently, looking his boyfriend pleadingly in the eye. Bastian 


faltered under his sweet gaze, still very upset. "Please?" 


Bastian didn't want to talk about it later. He wanted to talk about it now. But they were in public. They'd be 
back at a hotel again tonight and could talk then. He squeezed his eyes shut for a moment and sighed. 


"Fine." 


Unfortunately, Sylvain would be passed out drunk by the time they got back to the hotel that evening. 


After their set at the festival, most of the band ended up partying in the artist lounge. Everyone there 
was a "who's who" of the Swedish metal scene. Bastian knew many of them already and met the rest pretty 


quickly as he drank more and was introduced to more people. 


The band of merry Swedes he ended up with included the likes of Ola Englund and his bandmates Jensen, 
Marco, and Adrian from The Haunted, Mikael Stanne and Anders Iwers from Dark Tranquillity, Tomas Haake 
from Meshuggah and his girlfriend; Sharlee from Arch Enemy; and Per Nilsson from Scar Symmetry. Jan and 
Santeri from Amorphis rounded out the jolly, drunken group, with other artists coming and going throughout 
the evening. Bastian was happy that Esa didn't show face tonight. 


Bastian and Sylvain faced off against Ola and Per in beer pong while Bjorn sang karaoke with Mikael. Anders 
and Sharlee insisted on continually handing out shots of alcohol. Jan and Santeri decided to compete against 
Jensen and Adrian for the honor of their respective countries: did Finland or Sweden have higher alcohol 
tolerances? Jan and Santeri ended up shirtless because apparently it turned into some sort of strip-drinking 


competition. David came across a plastic viking helmet and took on the persona of a drunken viking. It was the 


most fun Bastian had ever had. He was glad to have his boyfriend by his side for it. 


Ola and Per won beer pong, Bastian was fairly certain. All he knew for sure was that he had a strong buzz 
going on when they finished playing. Sylvain remained glued to his side as they stumbled along, being handed 
more drinks and watching Bjorn and Mikael's performance of ABBA's "If It Wasn't For the Nights." The two 
crooning Swedes threw their arms joyously around each other as they emoted each and every lyric into their 
karaoke microphones. Viking David found a drinking horn from God-knows-where to add to his "outfit" and 


decided to start utilizing that in the festivities. 


Bastian watched as the doctor tipped the horn against Adrian Erlandsson's lips. The Haunted's drummer 
gulped it down while Marco and Ola cheered him on. He got about halfway through before he backed away, 
choking and spilling beer down his shirt. All of the Swedes cheered, and David's sights fell upon Bastian. 


"Danske" he shouted, pointing at him. The Swedes cheered again, and suddenly Bastian felt his head being 
tilted back. He was fairly certain it was Sylvain pulling him by the hair, but he couldn't be sure. David pressed 
the horn to his chin. He opened his mouth and accepted the amber liquid as it cascaded past his lips. 


After this point, the rest of the night happened in flashes between blackouts. Sharlee poured liquor into 
Bastian's belly button and made Sylvain suck it out; Bastian found himself singing karaoke with David - what 
song did they sing again? Ah, yes, that one song by the Vengaboys; he tripped over Ola Englund, who was 
sprawled on the ground now, and scraped up the palms of his hands on the pavement, he lost sight of Sylvain 
and couldn't remember the last time he'd seen him - where did he go? Right around then, Bastian blacked out 
again. 

He regained brief consciousness in the back of a moving car. He looked beside him for Sylvain but was met 
instead with the body of Mikael Stanne from Dark Tranquillity, who was curled in his seat sleeping, red curls 
concealing his face. He blacked out again, waking back up with a start soon after as the driver - an Uber 


driver, Bastian guessed, as he didn't recognize the man - told him they made it To his stop. 


"Is he - does Mikael -," he tried to say to the driver as he stumbled out of the car in front of his hotel. 
Instead of finishing his sentence, he threw up on the sidewalk. He spat onto the ground a few times, trying to 
get the taste of sick out of his mouth. His attempted question was answered as Mikael poured out of the car 


behind him and grasped onto his waist. 


"Heeeyyy," the older man said, and the two held onto each other as they attempted to make it to the front 
lobby of the hotel and stay upright at the same time. 


"You're staying here, too?" Bastian asked. 
"Mmhmmmmm," Mikael replied 
"What's - what's your room number? I'll get you there," Bastian tried. 


"Don't remember. Is it on my key card?" 


The two Scandinavians made it past the front desk while a wary attendant watched them. Mikael patted 
himself down as they waited for the elevators. He found his wallet and pulled out his key card as they got into 
the lift. 

Mikael presented it proudly to Bastian, who squinted at it. 

"This isn't even for this hotel," he said. 

"Great!" Mikael replied enthusiastically. Bastian laughed. 

"You can crash in my room," he said. "I've got two beds." 

The two musicians managed to get through the door to Bastian's hotel room without toppling to the ground. 
Bastian was both surprised and relieved when he saw Sylvain's sleeping form laying in their bed. He was safe 
and sound. 

"Feel free to --" Bastian started, but Mikael already found the other bed and face planted into it without 
another word. Bastian stripped down to his underwear and crawled into bed next to his boyfriend. He prodded 
the man gently on his shoulder. 

"Hey," he whispered. Sylvain didn't budge. He prodded him again, a little harder. "Sylvaaaain'" 

The man was out cold. 

As Bastian turned onto his side to get more comfortable, he rolled over something cool and hard in the 
bed. He wrenched it out from under his body and realized it was his boyfriend's phone. He was about to set it 
on the side table when he remembered their conversation with Esa earlier that day. 


Don't do it, he thought to himself. 


But he tapped the phone on. The light from the screen was blinding in the dark of the hotel room. He was 
met with a lockscreen He squinted at it as his eyes adjusted. 


Dont do if, he thought again. You trust him. You've no reason not fo trust him. 
He tried a few variations of Sylvain's birthday until the phone unlocked. 


His heart began pounding in his chest as he was given access to everything Sylvain did, all his contacts, all 
his messages and photos. 


Put the phone down 


Sylvain had several unread messages. He also had a missed call from Bastian himself who had no 


recollection of making said call. 


Bastian glanced to his side to make sure Sylvain was still asleep. His eyes took a moment to focus on the 


man's form, slowly rising and falling steadily as he slept. 

Bastian opened the messages and scrolled down. There were several from himself - drunken gibberish, he 
figured. There were also a few from David, which he didn't bother opening. Sven had sent him something, and 
he had a few messages from his sister in there - aha! Esa 

Bastian's thumb hovered over the man's name. 

No. 

Don't. 

3 new messages from Esa Holopainen. 

Stop. 

How would you feel if Sylvain went through your phone? 


| have nothing to hide. Neither should he. 


3 new messages. Why was Esa texting Sylvain? What could they possibly be talking about? So badly, Bastian 


wanted to open the messages and find out. At the same time, he feared what he might see. 


Bastian jumped when he heard Mikael begin to snore across the room. He squeezed his eyes shut for a 
moment before opening them back up and exiting out of Sylvain's phone. He set it on the bedside table and 
rolled back over onto his side. He wrapped an arm around Sylvain and fell asleep, leaving the texts from Esa a 


mystery. 


Onze. 
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Bastian went back to Denmark for three weeks, and Sylvain to France. It nagged at the back of Bastian's 
mind that Sylvain still spoke to Esa, but he tried not to play the jealous boyfriend type. Sylvain had every right 


to talk to whoever he wanted; he was an adult, after all, and could be trusted to make the right decisions. 


Bastian, on the other end, apparently couldn't be trusted - at least not while he was utterly hammered. 
According to a text from Bjorn the morning after the party, he had started flirting with the keyboard player 
from Amorphis that night after Sylvain left. It bothered Bastian that he had absolutely no recollection of this 
- or of even speaking to the man. When he told Bjorn that, the singer texted him back to say that Santeri 
seemed to be the one initiating it anyway, and that Bastian was more-or-less incoherent for most of it. 
Unsurprisingly, that didn't make the drummer feel any better. He tried to push the guilt away; it surely had 
only been harmless flirting. It wasn't like he intended to do anything further. Nonetheless, he felt awful for not 
remembering what he had said that night. 


They talked about Esa over the phone, and Sylvain did his darnedest to put to rest any fears Bastian had 


about about the man's ex lover. 


"If you want to look through my phone at every single text, | would not care," Sylvain told him one night 
during a call. Bastian began to sweat over in Copenhagen; he'd almost done that very thing without Sylvain's 
permission. "I'm not doing anything that | need to hide." 


"| don't want you to think | don't trust you," Bastian replied. "I guess | just don't understand why you 


remain friends with him when - as you told me yourself - he hurt you so many times." 


"| get why you're concerned," Sylvain said. "Esa and | go way back. Amorphis and Soilwork were sharing 
stages while you were still in grade school --" - Bastian huffed at that - "--and | do not want to end a 
friendship over a relationship that didn't work out." 


Bastian went to speak, but Sylvain continued, "But if it makes you feel better, | will make an effort to speak 


to him much less." 


Even though that's exactly what Bastian wanted, he started to protest. He felt embarrassed for being so 
jealous - and guilty about drunkenly flirting with another man behind his boyfriend's back, which was something 
he had not yet admitted to the guitarist. "Sylvain, you don't have to --" 


"Bastian," Sylvain said seriously, "you are the most important person in my life. | can compromise in order 


to keep you happy. | want you to feel confident in our relationship. Does this make you feel better?" 
"| -," Bastian started, then paused. "Yes." 
"Good. Then that's settled. Now what's this about your mother wanting to meet me?" 


Bastian smiled, feeling relieved, and they began to plan Sylvain's trip to Copenhagen after the recording of 
the new album wrapped. After telling her about his new boyfriend a while back, Mrs. Thusgaard had insisted 
that the family meet Sylvain over a traditional dinner as soon as possible. Sylvain seemed excited about the 
idea, and so they worked out the details together during the remainder of their phone call. Bastian couldn't wait 
for his boyfriend to fly out to Denmark to stay with him for a few days. 


As the band's drummer, Bastian was one of the first to be required at the studio when recording began, 
he flew out to Gothenburg, and Bjorn picked him up at the airport. It was another two hour drive to the house 
the band had rented, by the time they got there, Bastian was exhausted and wanted to rest. 


"You can have your pick of the last two rooms," Bjorn said as they went inside the modest home. "Other 


one's for Sven. We figured you and Sylvain would share." 
"That's fine," Bastian yawned, stretching as he glanced around at the kitchen and dining area. The place was 


only a ten minute drive from the studio, though it was in the middle of the woods. It would look beautiful as 
the leaves began to turn for fall. Their sessions had been booked for the perfect time of year. 


"Dave's making us dinner," Bjorn said. "He's at the studio right now but should be back later with groceries. 


You've got time to nap if you'd like. That's probably what I'll do." 

"When's Sven coming again?" 

"Tomorrow." Bjorn leaned on the kitchen island as he spoke. 

"Will it be weird without Markus?" Bastian asked. 

Unfortunately, Markus had to duck out of the band for personal reasons, they were currently without a 
bass player. David would be fulfilling those duties on the album. Bastian was sad to see Markus go. As the new 
guy, he had finally gotten used to the dynamic of everyone's musical styles and personalities. Now all that was 
up in the air, but Soilwork had persisted throughout the years with multiple lineup changes. None of the others 


seemed concerned. They'd find a good fit when it came time to play live again. 


Bjorn shrugged. 


"We didn't have a bass player for The Ride Majestic either," he said. "David's fine pulling double duty in the 


studio. You know how he is." 
Fairly certain the man doesn't actually sleep," Bastian chuckled. 


"Speaking of sleeping, that's what l'm gonna do. There's some stuff to drink in the fridge and a few snacks 
if you're hungry," Bjorn said. "Help yourself. TV in the living room has all the streaming services your heart 
could desire; basically make yourself at home since you'll be living here the next several weeks." 


The singer disappeared upstairs. Bastian peered into the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water before 
checking the layout of the house. There were two bedrooms downstairs. One had luggage thrown on the bed 
and an acoustic guitar on the floor. Assuming that one had been claimed by David, Bastian checked the other 


bedroom. 


This one would be perfect. The bed was large; there was a desk and a TV on top of a dresser. Two large 
windows overlooked the yard. Bastian could see a firepit outside with some chairs strewn about. He had a 
feeling that would be getting plenty of use. He didn't see it from his vantage point, but Bjorn had also 
mentioned that the place had a hot tub. 


The sky was overcast that day. Although it was only mid-afternoon, the gloomy weather didn't energize 
the travel-weary drummer. He unpacked some of his luggage and set up his practice drum pad out of the way 
in the corner. He found the first floor bathroom and washed up a bit before changing into more comfortable 


clothes. 


He downed half the water bottle before peeling back the bed covers and slipping between the sheets. He 
scrolled through social media for a bit and sent a few texts to his father and Sylvain, telling them he'd made it 
to the studio safely. Exhaustion finally took him, and he went to sleep. 


About two hours later, the smell of food cooking woke him. It was darker out now. Bastian sat up and 
reached for the lamp on the bedside table. He tuned into the chatter of his bandmates talking in the other 


room and got out of bed to meet them. 

"Evening, sleepyhead," Bjorn greeted him as Bastian entered the kitchen He was sat at the island where he 
had scattered a bunch of papers with song structures and lyrics written on them. Meanwhile, David tended to 
the stove. 


"What's for dinner?" Bastian asked, salivating at the smell 


“Shrimp scampi with linguini," the doctor replied, flipping the ingredients in the frying pan. Bastian posted up 


on the stool next to Born and picked up some of the papers to examine them. 


"What did you think about the changes | sent you for this one last week?" Bastian asked, pointing at one of 
the pages. 


"I really like your idea for the bridge, actually," Bjorn said. "Think we're gonna go with it, but we'll have to 
see how it comes together in the studio." 


David plated their meals and joined them at the island. The food looked absolutely delicious. Bastian had 
always been amazed at how multi-faceted of a talent David was. He was a gastroenterologist at a hospital 
when he wasn't touring with Soilwork; he was an incredible songwriter for two bands and countless other side 
projects; he was a husband and father; and he was an accomplished chef, all rolled into one package. 


He remained modest about it, but the rest of the guys in the band knew they were lucky to have him. 


The shrimp melted in his mouth and the sauce stuck perfectly to the pasta. Bastian nearly moaned at the 
taste. 


"Fucking delicious,” Bjorn said, already halfway done. 

After they finished their meals, Bastian and Bjorn washed everything up. David went outside to start a fire. 
Once everything had been cleaned and put away, they grabbed some beers and joined the guitarist in the back 
yard. Bastian found the hot tub and noticed with excitement that there was also an outdoor sauna. He certainly 
hoped he'd have time to use it. The three men sat around the bonfire and drank and chatted contentedly until 
well after sundown, 

Bastian was nervous about his first day in the studio tomorrow, but they were making him feel right at 
home. The band as a whole appreciated his abilities and ideas, and he truly felt his input would be valued on 


the new record. It was a dream come true. 


Bastian had a bit of a buzz going as he crawled back into bed that evening. He slid his glasses on his nose 
and opened his phone to text Sylvain 


Bastian: Settling in for the night. This bed's comfy. Think you'll enjoy it. 
Favorite French: ;) 

Favorite French: Can't wait to see you again, my love. 

Bastian: Same. Just two days!! You all packed? 

Favorite French: | never unpack. Habit of a touring musician. 

Bastian: Even to do laundry? 


Favorite French: Nope! 


Bastian: Ew!! That's disgusting. :( 

Favorite French: Kidding lol. But yes, I'm packed. 

Bastian: Very good 

Favorite French: So about that comfy bed... 

Bastian: yeah? 

Favorite French: Is it comfier on your back or your stomach? 

Bastian: Why do you ask? 

Favorite French: so | know what position to fuck you in ;) 

Bastian felt himself warming up with arousal at his boyfriend's flirting. He slipped back out of bed to lock 
the bedroom door as an afterthought, not that he figured his bandmates would come barging in at random, 
especially since they'd already gone to bed. At the same time, he didn't need David or Bjorn to walk in on him 
furiously masturbating to his boyfriend's texts. 

Bastian: what if | prefer on my side? 

Favorite French: we can switch things up ;) 

Favorite French: now l'm thinking about it. Look what you do to me 


Favorite French: image,jpg 


The photo he sent was from the waist down; he was lying in his bed in only his boxer-briefs, clearly 
aroused, with one hand placed lewdly on his clothed bulge. 


Bastian: | want you soooo bad right now. Fuck! 

Favorite French: Just two days! You think we will keep the other guys up all night with our fucking? 
Bastian: | can only hope lol 

Bastian: image,jpg 


The drummer sent a photo of himself from his stomach down, making sure to showcase his abdomen and 


prop up a muscular thigh in the shot. Sylvain always went wild over Bastian's body. "I love your drummer's 


physique," he would say, except since he was French, he said it like "fees-EEK” 
As expected, Sylvain appreciated the image. 
Favorite French: Fuckll 
Favorite French: videomp4 


Bastian bit his lip as he watched the video of Sylvain stroking his cock. He dug his hand into his underwear 
and began to jerk himself off, watching it several more times before filming himself and sending a video back. 


About thirty seconds later had Sylvain Facetiming him. He answered and grinned as his boyfriend's face 


appeared on his phone. 


"Hey," he said, keeping his voice down, knowing he was sharing a wall with David. God Forbid David hear him 
having phone sex with Sylvain; he'd be mortified. 


| wanted to see you," Sylvain smiled, brown eyes bright. He bit his lip and his eyelids fluttered closed, 
"Let me see you touching yourself," Bastian breathed. 

Sylvain flipped the camera view and showed himself jerking his dick. 

"So sexy," Bastian sighed. 

"Let me see you," Sylvain said. 

Bastian flipped his camera as well so the guitarist could see him pumping his cock slowly. 

"Such a beautiful cock," Sylvain moaned. "It feels so good when it's inside of me. You make me feel so full. 
"I love being inside of you," Bastian said back. "Love fucking you, love cumming in you." 

‘Is that what you want to do to me right now? Cum inside of me?" 

"Yesss," Bastian hissed, tightening his fist and quickening his pace. "So badly." 


"Turn the camera back around," Sylvain requested, "I want to see your face as you pleasure yourself. | 


want to watch you moan when you cum." 
Bastian obeyed, his eyes falling shut as he felt the familiar high edging on. 


"Does it feel good?" 


"Mmhmm," Bastian nodded, licking his lips. 
"Tell me." 

'It feels so good, Sylvain" 

"Yes... | need you between my legs, Bastian 


Bastian cracked his eyes open enough to watch the phone screen, Sylvain had stopped jerking off and moved 
on to fingering himself. Fuck. 


That pushed him over the edge. 


"Yesyesyes - gonna cum," Bastian whined. He bucked up into his fist, coating his hand and tummy with hot 
streaks of white. 


‘Oh my God, Bastian, that's so hot," Sylvain moaned on the other end. "Let me see your cum" 


Bastian's body relaxed as he came down from his orgasm; he flipped the camera to show Sylvain his spent 


cock and the mess he'd made. 

"Wow. So much! | hope you'll save up some more for me," Sylvain said. 

"There's plenty more to go around," Bastian chuckled. 

It took another minute or so, but Sylvain soon joined him in orgasmic bliss, giving Bastian a full view of the 
show. It wasn't the same as him being there in person, but that almost made it dirtier - like they were doing 
something naughty that they shouldn't be. 

When both men were sated and tired, they talked for a few more minutes. They said their good nights 
before hanging up, and Bastian turned in for the evening, sleeping soundly. 

The next day, Bastian was woken by his alarm at 8:00. He got out of bed easily, excitement for the first 
day in the studio energizing him. 

He hopped in the shower before joining Bjorn and David for breakfast. Bastian was slightly disappointed David 
wasn't cooking anything particularly extravagant. He settled for the frozen waffles the guitarist toasted for 


him with a handful of fresh blueberries thrown on top. 


"You'll need lots of this," Bjorn told him, pushing a pitcher of coffee at him. 


"Blastbeat fuel," Bastian said, pouring himself a cup. 


The drive to the studio was an easy one. They all went in David's car and arrived in about ten minutes. 
Most of the morning was spent trying to get good drum sounds. The rest of the day was spent recording the 


first song, with David making minor changes here and there. 


When they got back to the house that evening, Bastian was mentally and physically exhausted from the 
long day. Sven had arrived at the house at some point and made himself at home. The drummer joined the 
keyboardist on the couch in front of the TV. He was watching some sort of true crime show on Netflix and 


snacking on chips. 

"Hey," Sven greeted him, offering him the chips. 

"Hello. How was your drive?" Bastian asked, reaching into the bag and grabbing a handful. 

The man shrugged. "Nice. Barely any traffic. How was your first day recording?" 

The two chatted and caught up. It was Bjorn's turn to cook dinner, but David stayed in the kitchen to help. 
Together, they made meatballs and mashed potatoes. They coupled that with lingonberry compote and rye 
bread - a true Scandinavian feast. 

"You're spoiling us," Bastian told the singer and guitarist as they set up the dining room, the kitchen island 
was too small now for four people, and tomorrow there would be five. He took his place at the table and dug 
into his food. 

"Might be takeout tomorrow," David said. "We'll see." 

The four of them ended the evening with a movie marathon. David fell asleep on the couch next to Bjorn, 
and Sven and Bastian snickered quietly to themselves as the singer lovingly stroked the sleeping man's bald 
head. 

"Absolutely adorable," Sven said. 

"Shh, the doctor needs his rest," Bjorn replied. David clearly wasn't too deeply asleep, because Bastian saw 


him smile. 


The next morning, Bastian, Bjorn, and Sven were greeted with an omelette breakfast by the hands of their 
personal chef. Bastian was nursing his coffee and watching Sven tidy up afterwards when Bjorn dropped a set 
of keys onto the table next to him. 


"Hmm?" he managed to get out, raising his eyebrows at the singer. 
"You're in charge of picking up Sylvain today. Don't wreck my car," was all the singer said. 


Bastian perked up, surprised. "Really? | thought we were behind on drum tracks after not making much 
progress yest--" 


"We're actually way ahead of schedule," Bjorn interrupted, waving his hand dismissively and laughing. "David 
can work on laying some bass tracks. Plus, | don't feel like driving four hours round trip. Go get your boy. His 


plane lands at II15 | think" 
Bastian glanced at the time on his phone, then shot up to his feet. 
"Shit, I've gotta get going right now, then" 


"Drive safe," Bjorn told him as the drummer rushed to his room to grab his jacket and shoes before 


running out the door. 


It wasn't often Bastian got to drive in Sweden, normally, he was carted around in someone else's vehicle or 
he used public transport. He had to admit he thoroughly enjoyed the feeling of freedom that Bjorn had gifted 
him with on this day. 


The weather was perfect for the drive, too - clear skies and sun. He followed the directions of the car's 
GPS, merging east onto the highway. Whereas he had come in by way of Gothenburg, Sylvain's flight would be 
landing in Stockholm, on the opposite side of the country. It was a change of scenery; he'd never traveled this 


way before. 


His drive was easy and the kilometers flew by as he listened to the new Soilwork demos to prepare for his 
time in the studio. He hit some traffic as he got closer to Stockholm, but he made it to the airport without 
much difficulty and in plenty of time for his boyfriend's flight to arrive. 


He parked at the arrivals and texted Sylvain to say he was there. It wasn't long before he saw the 
guitarist appear from the throngs of airport guests. Bastian got out of the car and waved him over. 


The way Sylvain's face lit up when he saw him was absolutely endearing. When he made it over to the 


drummer, he swept him up in a hug and a firm kiss to the lips. 


"I thought Bjorn was picking me up!" he said, surprised. "And then you texted me. | was confused." He 


chuckled. "But what a pleasant treat!" 


‘| missed you so much," Bastian gushed, pulling the man in for another kiss. "Lets get your stuff in the car 
and get going, yeah?" 


As they got back into the car, Bastian added, "I was thinking we could stop somewhere for lunch. I'm 
starving - and also a bit fatigued from the drive. | could use a break" 


Fine by me," Sylvain said, and leaned in to kiss him as he started up the car. Bastian melted and reached 
out to cup the man's face. The kiss began innocently enough, but quickly deepened. Tongues entered the mix 
and the Frenchman let out a quiet moan, causing Bastian's body to heat up with need. 


"Fuck," he breathed into Sylvain's lips. "You turn me on so damn easily. But we've got a long drive - and we 


can't go fucking right here at the airport." 


Sylvain murmured an objection and moved his lips onto Bastian's neck. The Dane sighed and pushed him 


away gently. 


"Sorry," Sylvain chuckled, and moved to buckle his seatbelt. "I suppose I'll allow you to drive now." 


The first half of the drive home was unremarkable. The band mates had gotten lunch and gas. They 
chatted easily, Sylvain mostly speaking of new family drama between his cousins, and of some French politics 


Bastian didn't quite understand. 


Then, as Bastian merged onto the final stretch of highway, Sylvain decided he was bored and wanted to give 
him a blow job. 


Born telling him, "Don't wreck my car," that morning echoed in Bastian's mind as he tried to keep his focus 
on the road and the other cars around him going 100 kilometers an hour. Sylvain's head bobbed in his lap, 


sucking his cock like a fucking vacuum. 


"Bad idea," Bastian had said a few times feebly, with one hand on the steering wheel and the other in 
Sylvain's silver curls. Eventually, when he got tired of staving off his orgasm in favor of driving safely, he 


pulled off at the nearest exit and to the side of a road where he let Sylvain finish his work. 


Bastian moaned in time with his body's convulsions as he emptied his balls into his boyfriend's mouth. 
Sylvain sat up, wiping his mouth with the back of his wrist and grinning, clearly proud of himself. 


"Bjorn would fucking kill me if found out about this," Bastian heaved, dropping his head back against the 
headrest as he recovered. "That's the riskiest thing I've ever done. We literally could've gotten into an accident 


and died. Plus, I'm not even insured to drive in Sweden|" 


"Sorry," Sylvain said, but Bastian knew he wasn't sorry in the least. 


Douze. 
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When Sylvain and Bastian got back to the house, they had it to themselves, the rest of the guys were at 
the studio until dinner. Bastian gave Sylvain a quick tour of the place before they ended up in their shared 


bedroom. 


"We should probably go meet the guys at the studio," Bastian suggested as Sylvain glanced around the 


room with approval. 
"Or we can fuck," Sylvain said. 


"Or we can fuck," Bastian echoed contemplatively. 


In the middle of the woods, in a home all to themselves, Bastian and Sylvain were free to shout their 
passions with no one around to hear. As Bastian railed his boyfriend into the bed, the guitarist screamed all 
sorts of French words Bastian hadn't heard before but assumed were very x-rated. Their sweating bodies 


collided hard, causing the headboard to hit the wall, but neither cared. 


Bastian marked Sylvain everywhere below the neck with his teeth. The bruises from his suckling set in on 
the Frenchman's pale skin quickly, and little black and blue fingerprints formed on the man's hips due to such 
rough handling. But Sylvain could take it, and he was loving every minute of it. 


"We should probably go to the studio now," Bastian panted afterwards as he laid next to his sated lover, 
glasses askew on his face and hair plastered to his forehead. 

"Yeah," Sylvain agreed breathlessly. 

The two men showered off together ("To save water," Sylvain said as he got in the cramped space behind 
the drummer), and Bastian hadn't even gotten his underwear back on afterward before Sylvain was back on 


him again. 


The Dane made Sylvain get on his hands and knees in the bed. He grasped Sylvain's shoulder with one hand 


and pulled the man's silver hair with the other while he fucked him hard. The older man came, completely 


untouched and shaking with pleasure, painting the bed covers beneath him with his load. 


After cumming twice already that day, Bastian wasn't sure if he could again - but Sylvain having an 
orgasm just from being fucked was probably the hottest thing he'd seen in his life. His own orgasm came on 
fast and hard; he pulled out and shook it all over his lover's ass. 


"Shit," he breathed. "Oh my God." 


Finally, the two of them managed to clean off again, get dressed, and get into Bjorn's car. Bastian barely got 
his seatbelt on when Sylvain pulled him in for a searing kiss. Bastian fell into it easily, addicted to his lover's 
soft pink lips, his clean body wash scent, and the taste of his spearmint gum. 


But then Sylvain placed his hand over the crotch of Bastian's jeans, and Bastian broke away, shaking his 


head at his insatiable lover. 
"No," he said firmly, putting his hand on top of Sylvain's. "I don't have anything left in me." 


"I thought someone fifteen years younger than me would be able to keep up with my stamina," Sylvain 
joked, slumping back into his seat. 


Oh. That was a challenge. Well, then. 


"Get out of the car," Bastian told him, as he did the same. He rounded the front of the car to the 


passenger's side as a confused Sylvain stepped out as well. "On your knees." 


Brown eyes widened, and Sylvain dropped down eagerly onto the gravel as Bastian unzipped his pants and 
pulled his cock out, jerking it to hardness. He presented it to the older one, who grabbed Bastian's thighs and 
began to suck obediently. Bastian strung his fingers in the soft silver hair, guiding the man's movements gently. 
His cock was a little raw from their rough lovemaking, but he pressed through it, finding the hot wetness of 
Sylvain's mouth soothing. 


The heat formed at the base of his spine and worked its way up. Bastian really wasn't sure if he could cum 
this time. He placed both hands on Sylvain's cheeks, trying to keep his thrusts shallow so as not to choke him. 
Sylvain was doing a good job swirling his tongue over the sensitive head of Bastian's dick and dipping it into the 
slit every few thrusts. Finally, when Bastian thought his legs would give out, his high rushed into him, and he 
emptied himself into his boyfriend's mouth. 


He released Sylvain's head and stepped back to tuck himself back into his pants. Sylvain stood, licking his 
lips, the corners of his eyes watery. Bastian reached forward and brushed a hand through Sylvain's hair, 


straightening it out where he'd mussed it up from pulling on it. 


"David's texted me like three times asking where we are," Bastian said. "We gotta go now." 


Recording the new album became something like a four week long party. The guys worked hard at the 
studio and played harder back at the house. Bjorn got super into making cocktails, and his goal became to get 
the young Dane as inebriated as possible with his inventions. It worked. Most nights, Bastian didn't even 
remember crawling into bed before passing out. 


It was on the coldest night of the summer's end, when the leaves were beginning to turn golden, that the 
Swedes decided to fire up the hot tub. They were mostly drunk by now. David had made Sylvain puke a few 


minutes earlier by convincing him to try fermented herring. 


"Surstrémming is a rite of Swedish passage," the doctor had said, wiggling the putrid smelling fish in front 
of the Frenchman's face. 


Sylvain took it in between his two fingers and wrinkled his nose at it, while the Scandinavians waited with 
baited breath and stupid grins for his reaction. Bastian had tried the rotten snack before when he was much 
younger, so he knew it was an acquired taste. He personally was not a fan. 

Sylvain was drunk enough, though, that this seemed a good idea to him, and so he tossed it into his mouth. 
As he began to chew, he immediately started retching at the taste. He tried desperately to swallow 


unsuccessfully; he gagged, turned away for decency, and bent over to heave in disgust. He spilled his guts into 
the grass while the rest of the band cackled at his discomfort. 


"Oh my God," Sylvain coughed, clutching his stomach and spitting repeatedly. “That is the most disgusting 
thing | have ever tasted" 


Feeling for him, Bastian handed him a beer to wash out the taste. He rubbed his back comfortingly while 


Sven showed off by eating the herring without even making a face. 


After that, the five of them hopped in the tub together and drank the night away. Hours passed, and 
eventually, one-by-one, the Swedes turned in for the night and swayed back into the house. 


That left Sylvain and Bastian to their own devices. 
| don't want to get out yet," Sylvain whined. "It'll be too fucking freezing.’ 


"Mmm," Bastian offered, lazy and drunk. He side-eyed his boyfriend. "Remember the last time we were in a 
hot tub alone?" 


Sylvain bit his lip and nodded before smiling. 


"Of course! Our first kiss, mon ange," he said. 


Bastian leaned in and tipped Sylvain's face to his so he could tenderly kiss his lips. Their eyes fluttered 
shut, and they stayed like that for several seconds. Then, Bastian kissed Sylvain's nose and forehead. 


"| love you," he told the man quietly. 
"I love you, too," Sylvain replied, drawing calloused, water-wrinkled fingertips down Bastian's cheek. 
"You were incredible that night," Bastian said. "You're incredible every night." 


Sylvain smiled and kissed him. Under the water, Bastian placed his hand on Sylvain's thigh before sliding it 


up the leg of the man's swim trunks. 


"Oh," Sylvain gasped as Bastian found his cock. He tilted his head back and dropped his mouth open in a sigh 
as he drummer began to pump him with his fist. 


"I love the sounds you make for me," Bastian said, leaning in and placing his lips on Sylvain's neck. "You're so 


sexy, and you're all mine” 
"Yeah," Sylvain moaned, thrusting upwards. He reached down and grasped Bastian's cock through his swim 
shorts and began to massage it. The younger man sighed contentedly, and they took turns kissing each others’ 


necks for a while. Bastian was heady with desire from all the alcohol, and his boyfriend touching him would be 
leading him to falling apart very quickly. 


"We should probably go finish in our room," Sylvain suggested, but he held the back of Bastian's neck 
firmly. 


"The guys won't be happy if we cum in the hot tub," Bastian laughed. 

"Fuck, | don't want to stop," Sylvain breathed, but he took his hands off of the drummer. 

The two climbed out of the hot tub, and the freezing night air immediately attached to their wet skin. 
They cursed unhappily and booked it for the house in their dripping swim trunks. Once inside the safety of 
their bedroom, they undressed and dried off before slipping under the covers together and finishing what 
they'd started. 


The next morning at breakfast, Bjorn made an announcement while checking his phone. 


"Management sent us an e-mail that we're doing a two month co-headline European run with Amorphis in 


the spring," he said, grinning. "Should be awesome!" 


"Nice. Love those guys," Sven said, sipping his coffee, and Sylvain agreed with him enthusiastically. 


Bastian stopped eating his toast, suddenly not feeling hungry. 
"We're due for a European tour. I'm looking forward to it," David said. 


"Dave. Y'know how | was thinking that ‘Needles and Kin’ needed guest vocals on it?" Bjorn asked, turning to 
the guitarist. 


"Tomi Joutsen?" David replied, reading his friend's mind. 


Bjorn grinned. "Tomi fucking Joutsen. He would be amazing on that track, and we could duet it live! I'll text 


him now to see what he says." 


Bastian feigned his enthusiasm for the tour, not wanting to cause concern. He was excited, and he genuinely 
liked Amorphis and thought they were fantastic. But that meant two months of being on a bus with Esa 
Holopainen. Two months of living on top of Sylvain's ex. Bastian considered himself to be a very easy-going 
person in general, but he wasn't exactly sure how such a situation would play out for him - especially if Esa 


planned to be around Sylvain in any capacity. 


Apart from Esa, there was also the keyboard player Bastian had some worries about. Apparently, he'd 
drunkenly flirted with the man after that one festival, though he still had no recollection of it. Maybe it would 
simply be a non-issue. Maybe Santeri Kallio didn't remember any of it, either. Regardless, a tour was a tour, 


and Bastian was ready to get out on the road again and start performing these new songs. 


Later that day, at the studio, Sylvain and Bastian were relaxing together in one of the lounge areas after 
finishing up some take-out for lunch. Bastian was tinkering around on Sylvain's guitar, trying some exercises 


the Frenchman had taught him to better his picking hand. 


Bastian had noticed a notification pop up on Sylvain's phone that he had a new text message from "Esa." 
Sylvain wasn't paying attention to his phone, instead watching some Swedish true crime show on the television 


with his legs kicked up on the table in front of them. 
It nagged at Bastian's brain for the next several minutes. He wished he hadn't happened to look over at the 
phone screen when it lit up, but now he was aware that there was a text there, and he desperately wanted to 


know what it was about. 


He continued playing the exercises, absently watching the show with Sylvain and trying to distract himself. 
But then Sylvain announced he had to go to the bathroom and got up and left, leaving his phone behind. 


Bastian pursed his lips. 


He really shouldn't. 


But Sylvain had promised he'd make an effort to talk to Esa less, and he'd also said Bastian could look 
through his phone, right? Of course, that was weeks ago, and he hadn't exactly given Bastian explicit 


permission, had he? 
Bastian stared at the phone. 


They were going out on tour with Amorphis after the holidays. Surely it was in Bastian's best interest to 


vet Sylvain's ex and make sure he wouldn't be a threat. 
He picked up the phone, hurriedly typed in Sylvain's passcode, and opened the text. 
Esa: Looking forward to the tour! 


Bastian stared at it, scrutinizing it. That was it. That was all he'd sent? Bastian frowned, knowing now that 
he'd overreacted, and tried to scroll up in the conversation. But there was nothing prior to the message. Had 
Sylvain been deleting the messages the guitarist had been sending him? Did they just text that infrequently 
nowadays that the messages went away after a while? Bastian hadn't heard of such a thing, but he tried to 


explain it away in his mind however he could in order to make himself feel better. 


He held his finger over the message for a second until he was prompted to delete it. If he deleted it, 
Sylvain wouldn't have ever known Esa had sent him a text. If he left it, Sylvain might notice that the message 
had been opened. 


If he deleted it, he would be going down a slippery slope of dishonesty and distrust. 


No. Bastian instead banked on Sylvain's lack of technological prowess and hoped the man simply would not 
notice that the new message notification was missing. He exited out of the message and of Sylvain's phone, 


setting it back on the table where it had been. 


Sylvain rejoined him a minute later and was none the wiser as he threw himself back into the couch beside 


Bastian. They resumed watching their crime show until they were called back into the studio to record. 


On the final night in the house, when all five of them would be together for the last time until after the 
holidays, David cooked them a feast. After dinner, they headed out to the sauna. The blazing heat of it was a 
bit much for Sylvain, who wasn't used to using saunas as much, so he took more frequent breaks than the 


others. 


There was a lake on the property, but it was a bit of a walk, so Bastian hadn't made it out there much 
during the last month. Tonight, David decided they needed to collectively take a dunk in it after the sauna, so 
the group trudged barefoot along the dewy grass, towels around their naked waists, as the guitarist led them 
to the lake's shimmering black edge. The warm light of the house was far behind them now, so the stars and 


moon reflecting in the waters was all that helped them to see. 


"Should we hold hands?" Bjorn asked flirtatiously, extending his palm out to David Unabashed, David 
accepted the singer's hand. Bastian giggled, a little drunk, and grasped Sylvain's hand in his as the men all 
dropped their towels to the ground. 


Sven looked at his band mates. 
"Well, fuck me, | guess," he said. 


Bastian extended his other hand to the keyboard player, locking their fingers together. Sven smiled, satisfied 
at being included. David reached out and took his other hand. 


The five of them surged forward, hopping into the freezing cold water. Curses in Swedish, Danish, and 
French alike rang out into the silent night air as their skin absorbed the shock of such a temperature change. 


They made it several meters off the shore, where the lake was deep enough for the five of them to float 
leisurely. Sylvain stayed close to Bastian while David playfully splashed Sven. They didn't stay in long; it was 
much too cold, even after their bodies adjusted to it. 


As they wandered back to the warmth of the house, talking animatedly about everything and nothing, 
Bastian couldn't stop smiling. He felt such a sense of belonging, a deep sense of connection with the other four 
men. Sylvain was his lover, sure, but the others were his brothers. This was something he'd longed for all his 


life, and he couldn't believe he'd finally found it within Soilwork 


Treize. 
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Speed added Rasmus Ehmborn to the chat 

Rasmus Ehrnborn: Hello friends! 

Speed updated Rasmus Ehrnborn's nickname to Bass Player Placeholder 
Bass Player Placeholder: Seriously, dude? 

Speed: :) 

Dr. Dave: Amazing, fantastic, extraordinary, 10/10 

Little Drummer Boy: Imaooo 

Svenne Banan: Gotta cut your teeth like the rest of us :) 
Bass Player Placeholder: fair enough | guess 

Little Drummer Boy: watch out for the hazing 

Bass Player Placeholder: oh god 


Silver Fox: Welcome to the band, Rasmus! 


The next few months flew by. The holidays came and went. The new album was mixed and mastered and 
given a release date. Born and David took care of most of the press, but Bastian was invited to a few 


interviews and podcasts to talk about his first album with Soilwork 


For Christmas, Sylvain had ordered a vase of roses from a Danish florist delivered to Bastian's door. Along 


with that, he'd shipped some French chocolates, knowing Bastian had quite the sweet tooth, and a beautiful 


handwritten card. Bastian re-read the card every morning while he drank his coffee. Bastian, on the other 
hand, had sent Sylvain a few books and records he knew the man had been wanting. He felt it was less 


romantic, but the Frenchman loved it all the same. 


When it came out, Verkligheten seemed to be generally well-received by critics. Bastian's father sent him 
every positive article he could find about the album, incredibly proud of his son His friends, family, and 
colleagues all congratulated him on his efforts, and, honestly, the album being released felt like Christmas all 


over again. Perhaps even better than Christmas. 


The best thing was receiving a long text message from the former Soilwork drummer, Bastian's mentor 
himself, Dirk Verbeuren. Dirk's review of the album was warm and enthusiastic, he couldn't be prouder of his 


former student. Bastian remained on a high from that for days. 


The tour was fast approaching. In February, it would start in Copenhagen. Bastian figured that would be the 
perfect time to have Sylvain come to visit and meet his family for the first time. He could stay at his 
apartment for a few nights, and they could have their dinner. Then they'd hop on the train to Helsingborg for 
a day of rehearsals before boarding the tour bus and going right back to Denmark for the first show. 


Bastian was buzzing with nerves as he waited in his car at the airport terminal. He watched the arrivals, 
thrumming his thumbs on the steering wheel to the rhythm of the music on the radio. Soon, Sylvain emerged 
from one of the exits, looking absolutely stunning in his usual all-black and leather jacket. Today it was layered 


over a hoodie to keep him extra warm from the falling snow. 


Bastian rolled down his window and called out to him to get his attention. Seeing his boyfriend, Sylvain waved 
and headed over, tossing his backpack and guitars in the backseat before sliding into the car beside him. 


"Hey," Bastian greeted. "How was your flight?" 

"Hey," Sylvain replied, leaning in for a sweet kiss. When he backed away, he said, "It was okay. Some baby 
was crying the whole time, which was annoying, but | had my headphones." He buckled his seatbelt, and Bastian 
put the car into drive. 

"Well, welcome to Copenhagen," Bastian grinned. "Are you ready to meet my parents tonight?" 

"| am! | cannot wait!" 

The drive to Bastian's apartment wasn't long. Once they were through the door, Sylvain dropped his luggage 
to the floor and pulled Bastian in for a steamier kiss. Bastian melted as his boyfriend ran his hands down his 


back and propped a leg between his thighs. As Sylvain moved his lips to Bastian's neck, the drummer managed 
to speak. 


"Don't you want a tour first?" 
"Just a tour of your body," Sylvain breathed, thrusting forward. 
Bastian giggled at that, and Sylvain continued kissing him, nibbling up to his ear. 


"C'mon, let me show you the place." Bastian moved away and grasped Sylvain's hand to lead him. "This is the 
living area and kitchen" 


"It is very clean and modern in here,” the guitarist noted, running his fingertips across the top of the 
couch as they passed it. They paused to admire Bastian's electronic drum setup for practicing before moving 
on. "All apartments in France are old as dirt." 

"Well, it's not always this clean. But since | had a handsome guest coming, | tidied up a bit." 

Next, Bastian showed Sylvain the bathroom. 


‘Shower's not big enough for two people," Sylvain commented. 


"Don't worry. There's plenty of room in the bed for two," Bastian laughed, and led the older man into his 
bedroom. "Last, but not least..." 


"Does this conclude the tour?" Sylvain asked, moving towards the bed. 

Bastian grinned before shoving the guitarist onto his bed with a bounce and climbing on top of him. 

"Now begins the tour of my body," he laughed, leaning down to kiss him. 

They dozed off for a about an hour, satisfied after a session of frantic lovemaking. Bastian woke Sylvain up 
with a barrage of kisses all over his face, causing the Frenchman to chuckle before kissing back He ran his 
fingertips along Bastian's jaw and neck, watching him with lazy, twinkling eyes. It was almost surreal, having 
Sylvain in his own bed for the first time. 


"Time to get ready to go," Bastian told him. "We don't want to be late!" 


As they were heading out the door, Sylvain stopped at his backpack to pull a small, flat, foil-wrapped box 
from it. 


"What's that?" Bastian asked. 


"Some bonbons from a chocolatier near my neighborhood in Nancy. | thought it would be a nice gift to your 
family for inviting me for dinner!" 


Bastian lit up. "Oh! They will love that! That was so nice of you. | didn't even think to bring anything to 


dinner." 
Sylvain shrugged and said, "| didn't want to come empty-handed." 
"You're a treat enough as it is," Bastian told him. 
The Frenchman grinned, then pulled something else out of his backpack. He handed Bastian a small paper bag. 
"What's this?" the drummer asked, opening it and peering inside. 


"More of those chocolates | sent you for Christmas. You said you loved them so | figured I'd bring you 


more.” 
Bastian pulled the man in for a tight hug, easily won over by the sweets. 


"If you weren't already my boyfriend,” he said, "I'd make you my boyfriend so fast" 


On the drive to his parents’ house, Sylvain asked a few questions about what Bastian's parents were like, 
how he and his siblings got along, and what it was like growing up there. They held hands the entire duration of 
the trip, and Bastian began to feel oddly domestic. If they didn't have the crazy touring lifestyle - if Bastian 
and Sylvain had nine-to-fives and lived together in a blue house with a white picket fence and a dog - is this 
what their daily life would be like? Taking drives out to the country together to have dinner with Bastian's 


family each week? 


The thought gave Bastian butterflies. 


His parents lived about thirty minutes outside the city. It was mostly forests and farmland sprinkled with 
small suburban neighborhoods along the way. All of the landscapes were covered in soft white snow. Bastian 
had grown up in a safe, sheltered town Living in Copenhagen was busier and faster-paced, but the 28-year-old 
was used to it by now. 


As he pulled into his parents’ driveway, Bastian felt nerves kicking in. He knew his mom and dad would love 
Sylvain - everybody loved Sylvain. But he'd never brought home a boyfriend before. It had only ever been 
girlfriends. They were supportive enough of him when he came out to them ten years ago, but how would 
they really react to being faced with such an unconventional relationship? Bastian's mother had asked about 
Sylvain's age when he'd sent pictures of them together to her. Did it bother her that he was I5 years older? 
Surely it didn't if she had been so enthusiastic about inviting him to dinner. 


As they got out of the car and headed to the front door, Sylvain moved close to him and put an arm 


around his waist. 
I'm starving," he said, kissing the drummer on the cheek. "| can't wait to try your family's cooking.’ 
"Well, there will be plenty to eat," Bastian said. "My mom always makes a little bit too much food." 


As they made it to the doorstep, Bastian's older sister, Amalie, swung open the door to greet them. She 


had been eager to meet Sylvain as well, and her face lit up as she saw the two of them. 
"Hello!" she greeted, stepping aside to let them through. "Come in! Hey Bastian!" 
She gave her brother a hug and then stuck her hand out to shake Sylvain's. 
"Hey!" the guitarist greeted cheerfully, taking her hand in his. 


"Amalie, this is my boyfriend - and band mate - Sylvain," Bastian introduced. "And Sylvain, this is my 


sister, Amalie." 
"It is an absolute pleasure to meet you, Amalie," Sylvain said. "| love your name!" 
‘Oh my goodness," Amalie gushed, placing her hands up to her cheeks. "Your accent is lovely!" 
Sylvain chuckled, a bit embarrassed. 
"Merci" he said, carding his fingers through his hair. 


"Apparently we don't get many French people in Denmark,” Bastian laughed, guiding Sylvain towards the 
dining room. 


After they got through all the introductions, Sylvain presented Mrs. Thusgaard with the bonbons. Bastian 
had inherited his sweet tooth from his mother, so needless to say, she was delighted. Bastian and Sylvain sat 
at the table with Amalie and her fiancee while Bastian's parents finished preparing dinner and started to plate 
everything for them. 


Bastian got that warm domestic feeling within him again while listening to Sylvain chat to his mother about 
her recipes. He cut into his pork and took a bite, allowing it to melt in his mouth. It was funny to experience 
his boyfriend meeting his parents for the first time at dinner when he had been touring the world in a metal 
band just months prior. This was normalcy, he supposed. 


His parents seemed to like Sylvain, and his sister absolutely adored him. Bastian felt relieved. 


"One day, we'll have to have you cook some French cuisine for us," Mrs. Thusgaard suggested, grinning 


excitedly as they began to clear their emptied plates off of the table. 
"Ah, well you'll be sorely disappointed," Sylvain mourned, "as | am a terrible cook!" 
"What?" Bastian's mom seemed surprised. "No way! A French man who cannot cook?" 
"Yeah! Aren't all French people given extensive culinary training in grade school?" Amalie joked. 


"I'm really good with a microwave," Sylvain bragged, grinning. "| can make us all some microwave pasta 


sometime!" 
Everyone at the table laughed, even Bastian's more reserved father, taken by Sylvain's charm. 


After dinner, everyone settled down in the living area to share some coffee and pastries for dessert. They 
chatted late into the evening, with Amalie telling Sylvain embarrassing stories of Bastian's childhood. Sylvain 
seemed to be incredibly comfortable around the Thusgaards, something Bastian admired about the guitarist. He 
was at ease in any social situation, blending right in like a sexy, silver-haired chameleon. He answered all of 


their curious questions about France and about being a seasoned touring musician 


Bastian was beginning to get sleepy as it got later. Eventually, the conversation slowed and they all said 
their goodbyes. Before they left, Mrs. Thusgaard made her children and their significant others pose together 
in front of the fireplace for a photo. 


Back in his apartment, Bastian laid in bed watching Youtube videos to wind down before going to sleep. 
Sylvain entered the room freshly showered and slipped under the covers next to his boyfriend. 

Bastian had been planning to discuss Esa and Santeri with Sylvain before they left for Helsingborg the day 
after tomorrow; he wanted to be open about what had happened with the Amorphis keyboard player back in 
the summer, even if he didn't have any details to offer other than what he'd been told by Bjorn. He also 
wanted to be straightforward about Sylvain's ex. He would be amicable towards Esa, because he trusted 


Sylvain, and because he had no real reason to dislike the Finn other than jealousy. 


But he felt everything had gone so well tonight; he didn't want to taint it with anything serious or 
potentially negative. He'd wait until tomorrow to lay everything out on the table. 


Bastian turned out the lights and pulled Sylvain close. 
"Good night," he said, kissing him. "I love you." 


‘| love you, too, mon amour," Sylvain replied. 


The next day was a lazy day. The two lovers spent the entire morning in bed, falling in and out of light 
sleep between multiple sessions of making love. As the sun got higher in the sky, Bastian slipped out of bed to 
make them some sort of food to fuel their spent bodies. 


Once out of bed, Sylvain took his time to explore the small space of Bastian's apartment more closely. He 
examined the posters and photos on the walls. Checked the Danish cuisine in Bastian's pantry. Thumbed through 
his books. He looked at Bastian's CD collection with great interest. 


"You have a Scarve album!" he exclaimed in surprise, picking out the CD of his previous band and holding it 


up to show Bastian. 

Bastian didn't want to admit to him that he'd solely gotten the album because of Dirk's drumming. When 
he'd bought the album as a teenager, he'd had no clue that he would be dating the guitarist of the band 
twelve years later. Or that he'd be taking Dirk's place in Soilwork He'd come quite a ways in life, hadn't he? 


"Of course | do," Bastian grinned, plucking it out of Sylvain's fingers and opening the jewel case to look at 


the leaflet. "They have a really mind-blowingly talented guitar player. He's pretty cute, too." 


Sylvain chuckled bashfully and continued to flip through the drummer's CDs. 


It was getting late in the day, and Bastian knew he was running out of time to bring up his concerns to 
Sylvain. He was just so happy to be around the man, and things were going so stupidly well. He hated to face 


reality. 


But he and Sylvain were adults, and they had to communicate, right? 


He cleared his throat while the two were cuddled up together on the couch watching a Danish cartoon he'd 
watched often as a child 


"Sylvain," Bastian began uneasily, "Can | talk to you about something?" 
Sylvain looked at him, brow furrowed in concern at the tone of his boyfriend's voice. 
"Of course, mon ange. What is it?" 


Its not - its not that big of a thing," Bastian stumbled over himself, not wanting to worry the man. "It's 
just about the tour. You know, about Esa and stuff." 


"Oh" Sylvain sat up straight and turned to face the younger man. “What's up?" 


"I just wanted to tell you that I'm a little nervous about spending the next two months around your ex. | 
know its probably just jealousy. | can admit that, | just..." Bastian took a moment to breathe and organize his 
thoughts. "I just want to make sure that we communicate with one another if anything happens. Like if he tries 
kissing you again" 


Sylvain frowned. 


"Bastian," he said, "nothing's going to happen with me and Esa He's a friend. Thats all. | do not have room 


for him in my heart anymore." 
He reached out and stroked his thumb across Bastian's cheek. 


"All the room in my heart is taken up by you," he said. Bastian felt emotion welling within him at that. 


Bastian sighed and laughed at the same time, shaking his head in amazement. 
"Fuck, | love you so much," he said, leaning in and kissing the man. 


‘| love you, too," Sylvain said earnestly as they broke apart. Bastian almost had to glance away; the pure 


adoration swimming in the Frenchman's big brown eyes as they looked at each other was overwhelming. 
“There's one more thing,” Bastian went on. 
"0h?" A nervous look colored Sylvain's face once more. 
"You know - you know Santeri, right? The keyboard player." 
"Yeah," Sylvain said, raising his brows. "What about him?" 
Bastian took a deep breath. 


"I spent longer than | should have deciding whether or not | should tell you this," Bastian began, "but do you 
remember that crazy party after Sweden Rock Festival last year?" 


"Yeah. That was a wild night. | actually don't remember most of it," Sylvain chuckled. 

"Right," Bastian laughed, combing a hand through his blonde hair. "Well, that's the thing. | don't remember 
this happening, but Bjorn told me that Santeri and | were flirting with one another after you'd left for the 
night." 


"Flirting?" Sylvain repeated. "Like how? What did you do?" 


"| don't remember, unfortunately," Bastian said. "| was blackout drunk. That's why | didn't tell you right 
away - there just simply wasn't anything | could tell you about it, other than what Bjorn told me." 


"And what did Bjorn tell you?" 


"Just that Santeri seemed to be the one initiating it, | guess," Bastian said. "I tried so hard to remember it, 


but | swear, Sylvain, | don't even remember speaking to him at all--" 


"Bastian," Sylvain interrupted, placing a hand on his shoulder, "it's okay. It's not a big deal." 


Bastian exhaled, surprised. 
"Really?" 


Sylvain grinned, nodding. 


"We all do stupid shit when we are drunk," he said. "| don't remember what the hell | did that night either. 
But Bastian, lets just always be honest with each other, okay? This was clearly bothering you for a while when 
you could've just gotten it off your chest to begin with." 


"Okay," Bastian agreed, feeling relief wash over him as his boyfriend leaned in to kiss him. 


"Is that all you wanted to talk about?" Sylvain asked, ghosting his lips over Bastian's neck. Bastian flushed 


with desire as the man brushed his fingertips along his collarbone. 


"Yes," he breathed, and tilted his head down to claim Sylvain's mouth. 


Quatorze. 


Bastian watched the landscape pass by on the train the next morning. Sylvain slept against his shoulder, 
headphones in, as they sped along towards the border. The sun was barely cracking the sky at the early hour, 
washing the sky in a hazy pink Most of the other passengers were quietly engaged with their phones or 
newspapers. The Dane snacked on his breakfast sandwich, stomach filling with butterflies as tour nerves began 


to set in 


The bus would be meeting them in Helsingborg the next day, with Amorphis already boarded after taking 
the ferry from Helsinki to Stockholm. 


Today would be spent rigorously rehearsing the new songs and reviewing a few of the old ones. Bjorn picked 
them up at the station after they got through customs, bright-eyed and rather talkative for being up so 
early. He drove them to the rehearsal space, which was some old warehouse Bastian hadn't been to before 


that the record company had rented out for them. 


Sven was already there; less of a morning person than their singer, he grunted a greeting at his band 


mates while he stared blankly at his keyboards with coffee in hand. 


Sylvain and Bjorn helped Bastian lug in and set up his drums. Bastian was so thankful for his drum tech, 
Erik; after years of cutting his teeth with loading in at local and smaller gigs, Bastian was glad he didn't have 


to deal with it much anymore. Their crew were godsends, and Bastian was living the life of luxury. 


David showed up with Rasmus, their new bass player, within the hour, and with them they brought 
breakfast: an array of Swedish pastries that Bastian wasted no time digging into. 


First, the group had a meeting discussing their setlist. It remained tentative based on the reactions of 


Danish fans tomorrow, but Bastian was confident what David and Bjorn came up with would go over really well. 


They rehearsed each song, taking extra care to go over the newer songs to work out any kinks. Rasmus fit 
in right away, with David helping him along with any parts he had been unsure about. By dinner time, they felt 


like the usual well-oiled machine. 


They grabbed pizza for dinner and brought it back to Bjorn's parents' home, where they'd all be crashing 
for the evening. It cut out the cost of a hotel, and the Strids lived close by despite Bjorn now living in 
Stockholm. In the family atmosphere, it felt like one big sleepover. 


Bastian didn't sleep well that night. He tossed and turned on the air mattress he shared with Sylvain in the 
Strids' living room, too nervous about the first show the next day to shut off his brain. Eventually, Sylvain, 
who kept getting woken up by his boyfriend's thrashing about, threw a heavy arm over him and held him in 
place til he finally drifted off. 


Mrs. Strid made them all waffles the next morning. She was a hospitable angel for serving up breakfast to 
six grown men in her tiny kitchen. Apparently it was Dirk's recipe that he had given to her years ago; of 
course a Belgian had a perfect waffle recipe. Bastian realized this would probably be the last home-cooked meal 
he'd be getting for several weeks, so he savored every bite. 


Back at the warehouse, they met with their crew, Erik and Jimmy, who had everything ready to go. The 
bus filled with their Finnish counterparts rolled in right on time. They loaded their equipment behind the other 
band's gear in the trailer before boarding and claiming their bunks. Amorphis had monopoly over the first set 
of beds; Bastian and Sylvain still managed to get bunks directly across from one another, much to their 


delights. 


Most of the Finns were snoozing, but Esa and Olli-Pekka were out in the front lounge to greet their label 
mates as they packed in They hugged their old friends in welcome; Bastian eyed Esa to make sure he didn't 
hug Sylvain too tightly or too long. He didn’t, and to his surprise, the older man enveloped him in a hug as well, 
clapping him on the shoulder as they parted. 


"Good to see you, Bastian," he said, smiling. 


Bastian blushed a little despite himself, the taller man looked annoyingly handsome with his hair tied back 
and wearing a nicely fitted black henley shirt. If Esa were going to look this attractive every day, it was going 
to be a long two months of trying to pretend he didn't perceive him as a threat. 


Bastian went to his bunk to try and catch up on sleep until they made it to the show. 


The venue they were playing that evening was one Bastian was very familiar with; he'd attended shows 
there as a guest as well as played them as an artist. His family was coming out to this show, too, which made 
everything simultaneously more relaxing and more stressful. He immediately made himself comfortable in the 
artist green room with Sylvain by his side; they warmed up for a while, content without talking. Bastian was 
happy to be out of the bus and away from Esa. He was also nervous about facing Santeri for the first time, 
but luckily, he hadn't interacted with the keyboardist yet so far and managed to get through most of the rest 
of the day without doing so. 


The first show felt incredible; Bastian was excited to perform again after their break. The crowd seemed to 
respond really well to the new songs, which filled Bastian with pride. Performing with Rasmus for the first 
time was exceptional as well; the man knew his way around four strings and was fun to watch and interact 
with on stage. 


After the show, at a nearby bar, he spent time with his family and friends who had come out, introducing 
Sylvain to those who hadn't met him yet. A couple of friends he'd known since childhood seemed surprised 
when Bastian called Sylvain his boyfriend, but Sylvain filled any awkward pauses by easily charming them into 


fun conversation. The drummer let him steal the show and mostly hung around with his father until it was 


time to board the bus. 


He wouldn't be back home for nearly two months. As he hugged his father and sister goodbye, Bastian felt 
a homesickness welling in his chest. He pushed past it, knowing he was doing what he'd always wanted to do, 
with the best people around, and with the man who owned his whole heart. He'd worked his whole life for this; 
home would always be there waiting for him in the end. Now he had to reap the rewards he'd worked so hard 


for. 


Back on the bus, he had his first real interaction with Santeri since the crazy party at Sweden Rock. It was 
incredibly fleeting, as they were going opposite directions in the bunk area. Santeri turned sideways to slip past 
him; upon doing so, he grazed his hand across Bastian's waist and winked at him, uttering a soft, "Hey," as he 
moved to the front of the bus. Bastian gaped after him for a moment before retreating to his bed. 


When Bastian climbed into his bunk, he realized his heart was racing. 


"Weird," he thought, as he pulled up Santeri's Instagram account and hit ‘follow: He supposed he ought to 
follow the rest of Amorphis, too, including Esa For a while, he mindlessly scrolled down the keyboardist's posts 
until he received a text from Sylvain. Shit, how long had he been looking at Santeri's photos? 


Favorite French: Good night kiss? 


Bastian grinned stupidly and slipped out of his bed to fulfill his boyfriend's request. 


They had several shows lined up in Germany the next few days. 


Bastian had already forgotten how he hated the monotony of traveling. On the bus, he spent long hours in 
his bunk, working on transcribing drum parts on his laptop or trying to sleep. He managed Soilwork's social 
medias - a chore Bjorn had happily dumped off on the millennial drummer almost immediately upon his joining 


of the band. 


By now he was used to the hate comments from some disgruntled fans that hadn't yet gotten over Dirk 
leaving the band to join Megadeth. That was fair; he'd sort of expected some ruffled feathers when he 
replaced such a talented, well-respected, and loved drummer. The comments were few and far in between, and 
most fans were very respectful. Bastian tried not to let it get to him much, but sometimes they got a little 
brutal. 


There was one in particular today that really bothered him. It was nearly two paragraphs ranting about 
how ‘the new drummer’ was the downfall of Soilwork, how Bastian absolutely sucked live, how he had no 


rhythm or style, and how Soilwork ought to just hang it up for good if they wouldn't fire him. 


Bastian had read worse, and his skin had thickened over the years, but this ate away at him while he was 
traveling through rural Germany with nothing else to focus on. Upset, he slid out of his bunk and softly called 
out for Sylvain 


The curtain in his boyfriend's bunk drew back to reveal an inquisitive look from the Frenchman. 


"Can | come cuddle?" Bastian asked, feeling like he sounded like a whiny child. But Sylvain just smiled sweetly 
at him and nodded, backing against the wall of his bunk to make room for him in the tiny space. Bastian felt 
the tenseness of his body melt away as the guitarist wrapped his arms around him tightly. Sylvain kissed his 
cheek, then his mouth, and held him close. 


"| love you," Bastian said softly, earnestly. He felt so needy suddenly, felt so desperate for words of 
affirmation. 


"| love you, too, mon ange," Sylvain replied. He stroked his fingers through Bastian's blonde hair and watched 
him with dreamy eyes. "But you feel so tense. Is something wrong?" 


Bastian sighed and quietly relayed the comment he'd read to Sylvain, feeling embarrassed at being visibly 
upset by it. 


"Oh, mon rayon de soleil" Sylvain murmured, kissing Bastian's forehead. "Don't let that shit bother you. 


You're an amazing drummer!" 


Bastian snorted, "I know I've earned my place in the band. | don't know why the opinion of a stranger on the 


internet bothers me so much. | wish it didn't" 


"Bastian," Sylvain said, running his thumb down the drummer's cheek, "some people will never be happy. 
You're not Dirk, and you're not trying to be. People give David shit for not being Peter Wichers all the time. 
They are still mad that | replaced Ola Frenning, and that was over ten fucking years ago! And then there's the 
idiots who say Bjorn sings too much or screams too much. It's like they can't make up their minds. We can't 


make everyone happy. We just have to accept that we've done our best to create good music, yes?" 
Bastian blinked back tears that he hadn't expected to form at his eyes and nodded. Sylvain kissed him. 


"Besides," Sylvain said, "we chose you. We could've chosen anybody, but we chose you for a reason. You're 


perfect for us, Bastian" 
Bastian laughed softly and nodded. 


"Thanks," he said, feeling a little bit better. They kissed lazily for a while, and Bastian felt as though all of 
his distress evaporated by the hands of his lover. The two of them drifted off to sleep, limbs entangled, 
comforted by the rocking of the bus speeding down some highway somewhere in the middle of Europe. 


The venue that evening was sold out. Bastian was proud of his performance and elated at the crowd 
response. After the show, he wandered down the snow-dusted cobblestone street to a nearby bier hall with 
Bjorn, David, Sylvain, Santeri, Jan, and Olli-Pekka. The group drank the night away until the wee hours of the 
morning. The Finns could certainly hold their beer. Not wanting a repeat of Sweden Rock, Bastian paced himself 
this time. He caught Santeri glancing at him a few times throughout the night, when they made eye contact, 
the Finn smiled or winked at him. Bastian blamed the alcohol for how deeply he blushed. He wished so 
desperately that he could remember what had happened between him and Santeri over the summer. It was 
driving him nuts. Perhaps, if he got a moment alone with the keyboardist, he could ask him to relay to him 
what had been said that day. At the same time, he wasn't sure it was appropriate to be alone with the older 
man, given that he was happily taken by Sylvain - and given what had happened the last time they interacted. 


He made sure to kiss Sylvain good night with extra fervor when they boarded the bus for the evening. 


Quinze. 


Author's Notes: 

Here's some *drama*! Also, disclaimer, Esa seems like a dick in this chapter but | stg in real life he seems like 
the sweetest possible human (| don't know him but yeah he seems like an angel). Obviously this is fiction 
Fictional Esa is a bit of a jerk, just roll with it. Who knows, he may redeem himself? 


The next day in Leipzig, things got dramatic fast, but to Bastian's surprise, the instigator was not Esa 
Holopainen. Bastian had been alone in the venue bathroom several hours before the show was to begin, washing 
his hands, when Santeri Kallio walked in. This was the first time they'd really been alone together, ever, Bastian 


was certain. 
"Hey, Bastian." 


Bastian glanced up from the bathroom sink to see the keyboardist of Amorphis greeting him with a 
friendly smile as he entered the restroom. 


"Santeri, hey," he replied, reaching for the towel dispenser only to realize it was empty. He began to shake 


off his hands when suddenly he realized the blonde Finn was way closer to him. 


"Everybody calls me Sande," he said with a sweet chuckle, cupping Bastian's cheek before leaning in and 
kissing him. Surprised, Bastian backed clumsily into the sink and ducked away from the man's lips. 


"What - Im sorry --" Bastian stammered, straightening his glasses. 
‘Its okay," the older man said in his deep baritone voice, placing his hands on the Dane's hips. "No need to 
be shy. Esa told me how you felt about me. I'm very flattered, and much obliged to spend more time with you. 


You're absolutely gorgeous." 


With that, Santeri placed a hand on Bastian's cheek and guided him back in for a kiss. Bastian tilted his head 


out of the way, so Santeri began to kiss along his neck 


"Esa said what?" Bastian's head was swimming. He was overwhelmed by Santeri's closeness and heat. He was 
also more confused than he'd ever been in his life. Santeri stopped to look at him, blue eyes twinkling playfully. 


"He said Sylvain told him you wanted to hook up with me," he said. "He said to just go for it, and, well, here 
we are." He grinned and Bastian found himself taken aback with how handsome his smile was. He tried to get his 


brain to function, to comprehend what he was being told. 


"Sylvain said.. huh?" All of this was making less and less sense. 


Santeri began dotting little kisses down Bastian's neck, and Bastian shivered, body reacting under the Finn's 
touch. He smelled good, like peppermint, and his long hair was so silky - wait, why were Bastian's fingers in 
Santeri's hair? He dropped his hands quickly and placed them behind himself on the sink. 

"Santeri - Sande - | think there was a miscommunication somewhere." 


The keyboardist continued his ministrations, deft fingers playing with the waistband of Bastian's jeans. 


"Sande - stop, please." 
Santeri backed off of him, looking at him with perplexity. 


‘lm sorry. You." Realization seemed to hit the older man and he nodded, pushing his hair back off his face. 


"You don't want this at all, do you?" 


"Well - no offense, but no." Bastian laughed awkwardly and looked down. "Sylvain's actually my boyfriend. | 
don't know why he'd tell Esa that I'm interested in you when we're together.’ 


"Shit, you guys are together? Perkele. Fucking Esa," Santeri grumbled, shaking his head, blushing. "Bastian, 


lm so sorry. | can't even begin to tell you how embarrassed --" 


"IFs okay," Bastian laughed awkwardly, brushing a hand through his hair as his heart pounded in his chest. 
"No harm done, right?" 


Santeri nodded, looking annoyed. Though the man was older, he was strikingly handsome. In another lifetime 
where Bastian wasn't taken with Sylvain, he would have happily let Santeri Kallio have his way. As it was, he 


was very concerned about Esa telling Santeri things that weren't true. 


"IFs just - | thought - when you came on to me back at that festival - and then Esa said..." Santeri trailed 


off. "| guess | read the situation wrong." 


"Sande... What did we do at Sweden Rock?" the drummer asked, hoping to finally fill in the blanks in his 


memory. 
Santeri went quiet for a moment, a look of disappointment painting his face. 


"I think this was Esa's idea of a prank," he lamented, ignoring the younger man's question and stepping back. 


"He's probably jealous of you because he still has feelings for Sylvain" 


"A prank? Wait, he does?" Bastian finished the question right as the bathroom door swung open and Sven 
walked in. He gave them both a disinterested look before pausing in front of a urinal to do his business. 


I'd better go. I'll see you backstage," Santeri said, and briskly headed outside. 


Bastian stood there dumbfounded for a while, touching his fingers to his lips. Sven finished up and stood 
next to him, washing his hands. 


"What was that about?" he asked, as though he felt obligated. 

"Honestly? I'm not sure," Bastian said. 

"Cool," Sven said, satisfied with the vague answer, and the two of them left the bathroom together. 

"Can | talk to you outside?" Bastian asked Sylvain when he found him picking at some crackers and cheese in 
the green room. Bjorn and Rasmus were there as well, the former on the phone with his girlfriend while the 
latter was curled up on the couch with his laptop. Sylvain raised an eyebrow at him but nodded. He popped a 
cracker in his mouth and the two left the venue, pouring outside a back door into an alley. Tomi Joutsen and 


David were out there smoking together and waved them over. 


‘In a second!" Bastian called out to them, guiding Sylvain away from them and near a dumpster. Sylvain 


frowned at the smell. "Sylvain, have you been talking to Esa?" 


Sylvain's eyes widened. "No! | mean, apart from being friendly, I've barely spoken with him... Why do you 
ask?" 


Bastian took a deep breath: "Okay. So, Sande - Santeri - said that Esa said.that you said.that | told you 
that | wanted to hook up with Santeri." 


Sylvain squinted at him, trying to piece that together. 
"Santeri said..." he slowly repeated back, "That Esa said that you said.wait, what?" 
"Did you tell Esa that | was interested in Santeri?" Bastian asked him. 


"No. Why would | say that?" Poor Sylvain looked horribly confused. Bastian wanted to kiss the wrinkles off 
of his forehead and tell him not to worry. "You're my boyfriend. | don't want you to be with anybody else!" 


"Well, Esa's telling lies about us then. Sande tried to kiss me in the bathroom because he thought | ---" 


"Wait. Sande kissed you?" Sylvain interrupted, his sudden anger palpable. With that, he shoved past a very 


surprised Bastian and stormed back towards the venue. 


"Whoa, Syly, hold on - it's okay." Bastian hurried after him and grasped his wrist. "We'll handle it, but its 
not Sande's fault." 


David and Tomi eyed them warily from the other side of the alley. 


Sylvain continued heading toward the door, dragging Bastian after him. Damn, the Frenchman had way more 
strength than Bastian realized. He had never seen the man this upset before. It was sort of scary. 


"Sylv = Sylvain, please, let's just wait this out until we've calmed down --" 

"Putain de bordel de merde," Sylvain was saying, and Bastian had a feeling those weren't very friendly words. 
He made it through the door and jerked out of Bastian's grasp. The drummer was hot on his tail as Sylvain 
wandered down the hall and burst into one of the backstage rooms where Esa, Sven, and Santeri were relaxing. 

Instead of approaching Esa, as Bastian had expected, Sylvain went straight to Santeri, cursing out the very 
surprised Finn. Sven, tucked next to Santeri on the couch, scooted away a few inches and put down his phone, 


interested in this new bit of drama. 


"Fils de pute! Sylvain yelled, jabbing his finger at Santeri's chest. "Why do you try to take everything that 


is mine?" 

"Woah, wait - this is a misunderstanding,” Santeri said, holding up both hands defensively and giving Bastian 
a surprised look. He then glared over at Esa, who was smirking to himself, warming up on his guitar. "This is 
your doing, Esa. You handle it!" 


"You fucking whore! Sylvain said to Santeri, accent very thick in his emotional state. 


"Mm, | don't know, Sande," Esa replied, amused. "It definitely sounds like the problem Sylvain has is with you 
specifically." 


"You shut up!" Sylvain told him. Esa's eyes widened in surprise. 


"Sylvain, c'mon, let's go cool off," Bastian tried, wrapping an arm around Sylvain's torso. The man sagged a 


bit but didn't move. 
"No! Not until these fuckers get it through their heads that---" 
"Tell him, Esa," Santeri said. "Tell him what you told mel" 


"Well, you told me you thought Bastian was cute," Esa said, shrugging. "I told you to go for it. That the 


worst Bastian could say is 'no." 


‘Okay, that's not at all what you said!" Santeri said, and the two men began arguing in Finnish. Sven watched 
with an entertained smile; this was the most drama he'd seen in years. Jan walked in the door, saw his band 


mates yelling at one another, and walked right back out. 


"What are they saying?" Sylvain asked Bastian. Bastian shrugged, having even less of a grasp on the Finnish 
language than French. "Why would Esa say this when he knows you and | are together?" 


"C'mon, Sylvain," Bastian said, upset at the spectacle that had been made, "Let's go back outside and calm 
down, okay?" 


Sylvain didn't move right away, still tense. 


"| don't want them to be the reason we fall apart," he said quietly, hard to hear under Santeri and Esa's 
yelling. 


"We're fine,” Bastian insisted, confused. "We aren't falling apart. | love you." 
Sylvain looked at Bastian, eyes wide, face worried. 


"Finel" Everyone turned to look at Esa as the guitarist spoke in English again. "Sylvain, I'm sorry. Bastian, I'm 


sorry to you, as well. | forgot you two were together, and | was just trying to help Santeri have some fun!" 

Bastian felt Sylvain shift under his arms. Bastian released him and the man promptly exited the room. 

"Bunch of high school bullshit," Sande muttered. 

'| said | was sorry!" Esa whined, and the two of them began arguing in Finnish again, so Bastian left after 
his boyfriend. He followed him back outside to the alley where Sylvain sat down on the cold pavement, back 
against the concrete wall of the building. 

"Everything alright?" David called over. 

"Fine!" Bastian told him, and sat next to Sylvain, putting his arm around him. "Hey. It's okay. We're okay." 

Sylvain nodded, remaining silent, tucked into himself. 

"Hey," Bastian said, "Sylv, look at me." 


The Frenchman looked up. 


"We're not gonna let this ruin our time together, alright? And we're definitely not gonna let it ruin this 


tour" 
Sylvain nodded, and received the kiss Bastian gave him. 


‘lm over Finnish guys trying to kiss us," Bastian joked lightly. "I prefer French kisses, after all" 


That got a small smile out of Sylvain. 


"| just don't understand," the Frenchman said, "how could Esa forget that you and | are together? I've told 


him before. He's seen us..." 


"Hey," Bastian said, "don't worry about Esa. Its you and me, Sylvain. What we have together is all that 
matters, right?" 


Sylvain nodded, and Bastian pulled him into a tight hug. All seemed to be okay, at least for the time being. 

Bastian was lying in his bunk after the show that evening as the bus sped along down endless dark roads. 
He had been texting his sister, telling her about the drama that had ensued earlier, when he received a text 
from a new number: 


Hey. This is Sande. | got your number from Jan | hope that is ok | am very sorry about earlier. You ok? 


Bastian frowned, having a feeling he probably shouldn't reply. He didn't want to make matters worse by 
speaking to the man privately, but Sande seemed to be innocent in all of this. So he typed back. 


Bastian: Hi Sande. I'm good. Sorry about all that. 


Sande: It's not your fault. | didn't realize you and Sylvain were together. | shouldn't have kissed you. At 
least not without asking first! 


Sande: Sorry again. 

Bastian: It's ok. 

Sande: So there are a few things you should know. 
Bastian: ? 

Sande: Well Esa and Sylvain used to sort of date... 
Bastian: | knew that. 

Sande: Okay good. 


Sande: Esa and | slept together too during the same time he was with Sylvain. Did Sylvain tell you this? 


Bastian laid there, dumbfounded. That certainly explained Sylvain's behavior earlier. Of course he exploded on 
Santeri. Santeri had been with - or tried to be with - two of the men Sylvain loved. He was surprised Sylvain 
hadn't brought it up to him when they had the discussion about what happened at Sweden Rock. He wondered 
if he should ask him about it. 

Bastian: No. 


Sande: He was really upset. Esa wanted things to be casual with him, but he wanted more. So obviously he 


hated me. 
Bastian: Yeah, | could see that. 
Sande: | imagine he really hates me now for kissing you. 
Bastian: l'm sure he will forgive you eventually. 


Sande: Thanks. I've always thought he was a cool guy. We were becoming really good friends until the Esa 


thing. 
Bastian: Well, we still have several weeks left of tour. We might as well try to get along, right? 
Sande: Oh for sure. | wouldn't want for anything different! 


Bastian took a deep breath and exhaled slowly before putting his phone down. Then he took off his glasses 
and went to sleep. 


While he slept, he dreamed about the playful curve of Santeri Kallio's lips. 


Seize. 
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When he woke the next day, he checked his phone to see that he had a new message from Santeri waiting 
for him. His heart beat a little faster when he opened the text, for reasons he didn't want to think too hard 
about. 


Sande: Mornin’, Bastian. Would you like to join me and Tomi for breakfast today? 


Before he could reply, the curtain to his bunk was drawn back slightly to reveal Sylvain's face. Bastian 
dropped his phone to his side quickly. 


"Morning, mon amour," Sylvain greeted. "Bjorn and | are about to get breakfast together. We'll wait for you 


if you are interested." 
"Yeah, gimme like five minutes." 
"Okay" Sylvain beamed, and before he backed away, Bastian drew him in for a sweet kiss. 


"See you outside," the Dane told him. 


As the three bandmates picked at their breakfasts later, Bastian had an itch to reply to Santeri's invitation 
Obviously now he could not accept it, it was too late and everyone had already gone their separate ways for 


the morning. But he didn't want to seem rude by not responding to the text. 
"You okay?" Sylvain nudged him. "You seem a little quiet today." 


"Need more coffee," Bastian replied, and took a sip from his mug. Why was he so eager to talk to Santeri 
again? He tried to shake the man from his thoughts and instead decided to put all of his focus on his 
boyfriend. 


Sylvain sat beside him, silver-white hair mussed from bed still, yet to have product added to it. He was in 
his usual worn leather jacket, layered over a hoodie. The sunlight coming through the cafe window glinted off 
his silver earrings. His beard was neatly trimmed, Bastian had seen him grooming himself yesterday before the 
show. His eyes were tired, but still kind, as he quietly observed the other patrons of the cafe. He didn't have 


many wrinkles, but in the daytime they were more visible, reminding Bastian of Sylvain's age and experience. 


Bastian's gaze dropped down to the pink pout of the Frenchman's mouth, and he licked his lips involuntarily. 
Going further down, Bastian stopped at his boyfriend's neck. He knew the silky, warm feel of it, knew how it felt 
and tasted when he pressed his lips against it. He wanted that now, wanted to inhale the man's soft, familiar 
scent. He'd do anything just to be back in his bed in Copenhagen, Sylvain in his arms, enjoying the lazy afterglow 


of a long session of morning sex. 


Instead, they were here, finishing up a breakfast of sausage and eqgs somewhere in Germany, Bjorn across 
from them tapping his thumbs on his phone. Presumably texting his girlfriend or posting memes on Facebook 


or something. 


Sylvain caught Bastian staring and offered a big smile. Bastian melted a bit, thoughts of a blonde 
keyboardist dissipating into not much more than some static in the back of his mind. This, right here, was the 
man he wanted to spend the rest of his life with. Nothing - no one - was going to change that. 


He'd discussed marriage casually once or twice in the past with the guitarist. Sylvain was against it; he 
loved Bastian with all his heart, but he'd been married once - to a woman - and gotten divorced, and he didn't 
want to go through that again. On top of that, they'd have to figure out the legalities of a marriage given 
their differing nationalities. It was too much work for too little payoff, according to the Frenchman. Yet Bastian 
had always thought, ever since he was a child, that he would one day propose to and marry the love of his 
life. Perhaps one day Sylvain would come around to the idea As far as Bastian was concerned, they had all the 
time in the world to reach some sort of compromise on such a matter. He held out hope that he could change 


Sylvain's mind. Because he would marry Sylvain in an instant. 

"So tell me about the drama from yesterday!" Bjorn said to Bastian later as the two sat alone in the green 
room a few hours before showtime. "What happened with Santeri?" 

"Oh," Bastian said, surprised. He'd pulled out his drumsticks, prepared to sit at his drum pad and do some 
warming up, but stopped, instead, to chat with the Swede. "I guess it makes sense that everyone would've 
heard about that by now, huh?" 

Bjorn grinned. 


| heard he came onto you," the singer said. "How'd Sylvain feel about that?" 


"Well, he was not impressed," Bastian said. "I was honestly afraid he was going to try to hit Sande, but 
thank God he didn't" 


"Makes sense. He and Santeri have had issues in the past." 
"Would've appreciated a heads up there," Bastian told him. 


The singer held his hands up in defense. 


"Hey," Bjorn said, "I figured it was a non-issue by now. That was years ago." 


Bastian gave him an apologetic look. "That's fair. | guess Sylvain feels the same way about touring with 
Santeri as | do touring with Esa" 


"No shit," Bjorn laughed. "Santeri's out here trying to steal all of Sylvain's boyfriends." 
"Please tell me it was just Esa and myself," Bastian said. 


Bjorn nodded, "S far as | know. But Santeri's legitimately a good guy. He's not purposely trying to cause 


drama." 

"Esa, on the other hand..," Bastian started. 

"Esa's good, too. Everyone's made questionable decisions in relationships, including you and |." Born paused. 
"Don't hate him for hurting Sylvain in the past. Sylvain is an adult perfectly capable of navigating things like 
that. He's not as innocent as you peg him for." 


Bastian scrunched his nose. "What do you mean by that?" 


‘Im just saying," Bjorn said, shrugging, “that Sylvain was fully aware that he had to sleep in the bed that 


he made for himself when he was seeing Esa." 

Bastian nodded, understanding. 

| better get to warming up," he said. 

"Don't let me stop you," Bjorn replied, resuming responding to e-mails on his laptop. 

Bastian watched silently from the bar as Esa chatted to Sylvain near the stage after sound check the 
following day. He couldn't hear what was being said at this distance, but Esa was smiling a lot, moving his hands 
expressively, and Sylvain was laughing and nodding along. Bastian took a sip of his water, continuing to observe, 


trying to figure out if Sylvain was laughing just to be friendly, or if there was something deeper going on 


Someone sat on the stool beside him. Bastian frowned as Esa reached forward and touched Sylvain's guitar, 
seemingly demonstrating something. He turned his head to look at who had joined him at the bar. 


"Hey," said the handsome older blonde. 


"Hi, Sande," Bastian greeted, offering a half-smile before focusing back on his boyfriend. 


"How's it going?" 

"Fine," Bastian said dismissively. 

"You don't look fine," Santeri said. "In fact, you appear to be annoyed." 

Bastian didn't reply. 

"You know, you can speak to me. We're not doing anything wrong just by talking,” the Finn continued. 


Its not that, l'm just.." Bastian sighed and forced himself to stop watching Esa and Sylvain. "Sorry. l'm just 
distracted." 


Santeri nodded and smiled, seeming to understand. His blue eyes twinkled playfully, there seemed to be a 
permanent air of mischief about this older man. Bastian wasn't sure how he felt about that. 


"Do you want to talk about it?" Santeri asked. 


Bastian thought for a moment about whether he should open up to the keyboardist. It was kind of him to 


offer, but unleashing his insecurities onto Santeri when he barely knew the man just seemed unfair. 
So he shrugged and said, "l'm good, thanks." 
Santeri looked slightly disappointed, but nodded. 


"Well, if you ever have any concerns about Esa, you can come to me," he said. "After all, I've known him 
for nearly as long as you've been alive." 


Bastian snorted. 

"You said he still has feelings for Sylvain," he said. "You think that's true?" 

Santeri seemed to ponder this. "Perhaps. Their relationship was a complicated one. Esa tried to build it up 
as a friends-with-benefits sort of thing, but they got attached to each other. He was even considering leaving 
his wife at one point because of it. He'd never gotten like that before for anyone." 

Bastian took this in. "Not even when he was with you?" 


The older man smiled wryly. "Esa would never leave his wife for me." 


"Oh __w 


"Let's just say he's very good at breaking hearts," Santeri went on. "I was on the same boat as Sylvain for 


a little while there, but | don't think he knows that - or cares." 
‘lm sorry," Bastian apologized, not knowing what else to say. 
"Bastian!" 


The drummer glanced away from Santeri to see Sylvain approaching them. Esa had disappeared, and the 
stage techs were back on stage finishing their setup. 


"Hey," he said as he reached the bar. He leaned in and kissed Bastian on the cheek. As he backed away, he 
placed an arm around Bastian's waist, which he kept there while he looked at Santeri. "What's up?" 


"We were just having a little chat," Santeri said. "But | think it's time for me to go warm up." He stood. "I'll 
catch up with you guys later." 


Sylvain rubbed his hand up and down Bastian's side, watching the keyboard player leave. When he was out 
of earshot, the Frenchman looked at his boyfriend. 


"Was he being inappropriate with you?" he asked. 
"No," Bastian said, "not at alll" 
"Good," Sylvain replied. 


"What were you and Esa talking about?" Bastian asked, the question coming out a little more accusatory 


than he'd intended. 
"Oh, just now? We were talking about what we use for our passive pickups,” Sylvain said. "Gear stuff" 
"You're not still mad at him for yesterday?" Bastian wondered. 


Sylvain shrugged. "To be honest, | am hurt. But | am trying not to dwell on it much. We have over a month 
left to tour with these guys. We're all here to play music and have a good time. So that's what l'm gonna do." 


"What about Santeri?" Bastian asked. 
Sylvain looked Bastian right in the eyes, dead serious: 
If he touches you again, | will not refrain from hurting him." 


Bastian swallowed. 


"Oh" 


Of all of the people Bastian would have guessed would invite him out for drinks after the show that 
evening, Esa Holopainen was the last of them. Yet, thats precisely who did so. 


"Let - let me go get Sylvain to join us," Bastian stammered, taken off guard as the taller man smiled at 
him. Band and crew wandered around them back stage, packing things up, changing clothes, making plans for the 
night. 


"No, no," he said, shaking his head, "just you and me! | thought it would be good to get to know each other 
a bit. If thats okay with you?" 


"Um, yeah, sure," Bastian said automatically, wanting to be friendly. But what did he just get himself into? 
Did Esa have some ulterior motive or was he just being nice? How would Sylvain feel about Bastian spending 


one-on-one time with Esa? 


As they were walking out of the venue together, they passed David, who gave Bastian an inquisitive look. 
Bastian just shrugged at him and continued alongside the Finnish guitarist as they headed down the street. 


Bastian's breath came out in billows in the cold air. He tucked his hands into his coat pockets and shivered, 
his hair still damp from his shower. 


"Good show tonight," Esa told him with a handsome smile. "You sounded great." 
‘Oh - you watched?" Bastian asked, surprised. 


"| always try to watch the bands we tour with at least a few times," Esa said. "| think this was my first 


time seeing you play drums outside of soundcheck" 


"Thanks," Bastian replied. "Admittedly, | haven't been able to catch Amorphis play yet. I've seen you guys 


before, but it was years ago." 

Esa grinned. "Well, we're pretty good if you're into a bunch of old guys making loud noises." 

Bastian laughed, feeling himself warming up to to the man. His voice was kind and his accent added 
something to his self-deprecating humor. He seemed easy-going. Charming, actually. Perhaps they could get 
along if Bastian could put the past behind them. 


A few more meters’ walk, and they made it to a small bar. Before they managed to sit down, a couple of 


fans approached Esa and asked for photos. Bastian happily took the photos for them, and the fans wandered 


back to their own table after chatting with them for a bit, contented. 


"They don't even realize the drummer of Soilwork took those photos for them!" Esa chuckled, plucking up 
the drink menu in his hands and scanning it. 


"| guarantee if | was Dirk, it would be a different story," Bastian joked, pulling out his phone to text Sylvain, 
letting him know where he was. "But I'm still the new guy. No one knows who | am!" 


A bartender came by and Esa ordered drinks for them. Then the older man turned back to Bastian 

"So," he said, "| wanted to clear the air with you." 

Bastian nodded at him, and he went on. 

"| imagine Sylvain told you that he and | had a bit of a thing years ago," Esa said. 

"He did," Bastian replied simply. 

"Right. Good. Well, | don't want to stir up any drama between you guys. That will never be my intention," 
the guitarist said. "I'll admit, | was a bit surprised - maybe even envious - when | learned you two were 


together. But the past is the past. | just want us all to get along." 


Bastian felt a little skeptical; perhaps that was his internal jealousy making him feel that way. But he smiled 
at the Finn, hoping for the best. 


"That's what | want, too." 


Esa seemed satisfied by that, and he took a sip of his beer as the bartender set it in front of him, some 
of the foam catching in his mustache. He swiped a pink tongue out to collect it, and Bastian looked away, 
blushing. He focused on sipping his own beer, and the two of them made friendly chatter the rest of the 
evening, getting to know one another after a couple hours. By the end of the night, Bastian could admit he'd 
developed a fondness for the guitarist - even if it was hard to look at him without still picturing the man 
being intimate with his boyfriend. Perhaps they could actually become friends. 


On the way back to the bus, Esa's demeanor changed a bit. He placed his hand on the small of Bastian's 


back for a moment, leaning in close to his ear as they walked down the sidewalk together. 


If you should decide things with Sylvain don't work anymore," he said, "feel free to call me up. I'd be 
interested in showing you a very good time." 


Bastian gaped at him, so surprised at his boldness, that he took a second to respond. 


"lim not interested, thanks," he managed. 


Esa removed his hand from Bastian's back and nodded, smiling. 


"Fair enough," he said. 


When he went to say good night to Sylvain, back on the bus, the Frenchman was concerned. 

"You went out with Esa?" he asked, softly so others wouldn't hear. "What happened?" 

Bastian shrugged. "We just chatted for a bit. He basically said he wants us to get along and stuff" 
Sylvain looked skeptical. 

"That's all?" 

"Yeah," Bastian replied, gently cupping Sylvain's cheek. "I don't think we're gonna have to worry about him." 
"That's good," Sylvain said, and kissed him. "Hopefully we can all just become friends, yes?" 


"You're so sweet," Bastian murmured, kissing him back. "| hope so, too." 


Dix-Sept. 
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Bastian supposed he and Sylvain had to make do with whatever room had a lock on the door. This particular 
"room" was a grungy bathroom stall at a small concert hall in Bucharest, and Sylvain was kneeling behind him, 


licking him very thoroughly where the sun didn’t shine. 


Bastian braced himself against the graffitied tile wall, keeping his legs spread wide while Sylvain enjoyed his 
meal. His thighs quivered and his cock twitched each time Sylvain inserted his tongue. 


Sylvain knew how to end this quickly, if he wanted, but he was taking his time, antagonizing Bastian with his 
teasing. Bastian's cock was leaking precum, and he was so swollen with need that it was beginning to hurt. 
They'd been at this for at least fifteen minutes, surely. 

"Yes," Bastian whined, removing one hand from the wall to jerk himself off. Sylvain, though, batted his hand 
away. Thankfully, he placed his own hand there instead. He kept up his ministrations, and Bastian felt himself 
spiraling towards release. The Frenchman pushed a finger into him, curled it, and Bastian shot his load into the 
toilet with a shout. 

"Good?" Sylvain asked, standing, running his hands lovingly along Bastian's hips. 

"Yeah," Bastian breathed, straightening up and pulling up his pants. "Amazing, actually.’ 


He turned and pulled Sylvain in for a kiss. He could taste himself on the man's lips; it was musky and 
strange. Bastian opted for kissing down Sylvain's neck instead. 


"We better leave before we get caught," Sylvain said. 
"What about you?" Bastian asked, dropping a hand to the front of Sylvain's jeans. 
"Hotel tonight," the man said. "You can make it up to me then" 


Sylvain's warmth and scent disappeared as the man backed out of the stall and headed to the nearest sink 


to wash off. Bastian watched him fondly, smiling. 


"What?" Sylvain asked, catching his eye in the mirror. 


"Nothing," Bastian said. "I'm just admiring my man" 

Sylvain laughed and blushed. 

Bastian had wandered down a few blocks from the venue in search of coffee to bring back for himself and 
Sylvain. He entered the first cafe he saw and got in line behind a familiar blonde. 

"Hey," he greeted, tapping the man's shoulder. 

Santeri turned around with raised eyebrows, and when he saw who was there, he smiled. 

"Hello, Bastian," he replied. "I see we had the same idea 

"Great minds," Bastian replied. 

"Would you care to join me? | was thinking I'd sit here for a while and enjoy the solitude." 


‘I'd like that," Bastian said. "I was actually grabbing something for Sylvain, too, but | could sit with you for a 


while." 


A few minutes later, Bastian sat across from Santeri at a table by a sunny window. Absently, Bastian 
thought it was the same spot Sylvain would've chosen to sit had he come along. Santeri placed both hands on 
his mug, lifting it up to his lips and sipping. He looked back at Bastian, who looked down shyly at his own coffee. 


"So | hear you were Dirk's student before you joined the band," Santeri said. "You must've been a shoe-in 


for the position if Dirk had any say." 


"Yeah," Bastian laughed, flicking his eyes back up to be met with the sky-blue ones looking at him. "I couldn't 
believe it when | got the gig, to be honest. | was a huge fan of Soilwork before | met Dirk. It's been like a 


dream so far." 


"Well, you seem to fit right in. That's good," Santeri replied, smiling. "Is it everything you thought it would 
be?" 


Something about the way Santeri spoke to him felt very purposeful; like the man genuinely cared and 
listened and wanted to learn more about him. It wasn't often Bastian came across people like him, and he didn't 


want to take advantage of it by blabbering on about himself. 


But that was what he did anyway. 


He talked Santeri's ear off for about ten minutes before he caught himself and awkwardly cleared his 


throat. 
"Sorry," he apologized, "sometimes | ramble a bit." 


"No, don't apologize,” Santeri replied, grinning, those playful eyes twinkling. "I'm interested in what you have 


to say. Otherwise | wouldn't have asked" 
"Actually, now that we're alone," Bastian began, changing the subject, "I did want to talk about some stuff” 
Santeri took another drink of his coffee and sat back in his chair. 


"Like what?" he asked, tapping his fingers along the sides of his mug. Bastian wondered if he was playing a 


song from muscle memory. 
"Well, | went out with Esa last night," the drummer began. 
Santeri raised his brows in surprise. 


"He took me to a bar, and we chatted and it was nice. He was straightforward with everything about 


Sylvain. But then as we were walking back.." Bastian paused for a moment. "He kind of came onto me, | guess." 
"Kind of?" 
"He said to call him up if Sylvain and | ever break things off" 
Santeri placed a hand on his forehead and grimaced. 
‘I'm not surprised," he said. "Annoyed with him, but not surprised in the least." 
‘Is he.. is he always so much of a - um, what do they call it in English?" 
"A fuckboy?" Santeri tried 
Bastian laughed. "Right. Is he always so much of a fuckboy?" 


"Yes and no," Santeri said. "He goes through phases. It's a bit hard to keep up with. In day-to-day life, he's 
not like this. But on tour, he thinks with his dick." 


"| see," Bastian snorted. "Well, | told him | wasn't interested. | just thought it was strange that he'd do that. 
And incredibly disrespectful." 


"Well," Santeri said, "you are an attractive man. | don't blame him." 


Bastian blushed and took a sip of his coffee to give himself pause. 
"Still," he said, "Isn't there an unwritten rule about dating someone's ex? | don't think he got the memo." 


"Esa doesn't play by the rules," Santeri laughed. "But | am sorry that he made you uncomfortable with his 


proposition" 
"IIl get over it," Bastian said. "But | doubt Sylvain would if | told him about it" 
"You're not going to tell him?" 
"I don't think so, no. Better leave well enough alone. He was already really upset about the other day." 
"Right. Sorry again," Santeri said. 
‘Its okay," Bastian shrugged. "But while we're on such topics... 'm sorry if | led you on over the summer at 
Sweden Rock. | was blackout drunk. Sharlee just kept giving me shots, and he was very convincing on getting me 


to keep drinking them. The only reason | knew you and | spoke at all that right was because Bjorn texted me 


about it the next day" 
Santeri smiled kindly. "It's not a big deal. Everyone gets a little wild when given enough alcohol.” 
"Did | make a fool of myself?" Bastian asked. 


Santeri paused. "You were very focused on telling me about how you'd never been with a Finn before and 
that you wanted to fuck me in a sauna" 


Bastian blushed all over again "Oh no. I'm sorry." 

Santeri chuckled, his laugh low and pleasant. "It's okay. | definitely wanted to take you home that night and 
show you what it's like to be with a Finnish man - but you could barely stand straight. Instead, | got you an 
Uber back to the hotel with Mikael from Dark Tranquillity. He was starting to get a bit sloppy as well." 

"Oh, that was you?" Bastian asked, surprised. "Well, thanks!” 

Santeri shrugged, finishing his coffee. "I try To look after my friends." 

Bastian was exhausted when he entered his hotel room with Sylvain after the show that evening. He'd given 


his all during the performance, and his nights of inadequate sleep on the bus had caught up to him. He was 
glad to have a large, comfy bed to spread out on with his love. 


"You care if | shower first?" he asked the Frenchman as he unzipped his backpack to pull out some clean 


clothes. 
"No, go ahead," Sylvain said, tossing himself onto the bed and looking at his phone. 


Bastian brought his shower kit and clothes into the bathroom and started up a steaming shower. He 
stepped in, letting the hot water cascade over him and sooth his worn muscles. As he shampooed his hair, his 
mind began to wander to thoughts of a blonde Finn. Nimble fingers tapping on piano keys and warm coffee 
mugs, bright blue eyes looking like a summer sky, a playful smile tugging at pink lips. Then, he began to 
fantasize about strong arms holding him down, long blonde hair tickling his face, and a low, gentle laugh 


rumbling against his neck. 
He mindlessly tugged at his cock as it grew hard. He really ought to save everything for Sylvain. He knew 
his boyfriend wanted to have sex that evening. And, God, did he ever want to as well. They hadn't done it since 


Sylvain had come to Denmark. 


Bastian played with himself a little bit more until he willed himself to stop. He finished washing up, allowing 
his cock to soften a bit, and stepped out to towel off. 


Back in the room, he sprawled out naked on the bed, grinning as Sylvain drank in the sight of him with 
hungry brown eyes. 


"Shit, Bastian," he said, accent thick, and reached out to draw calloused fingertips down Bastian's chest, to 
his toned stomach, to his --- 


"Shower first," Bastian said, placing his hand over Sylvain's. "Then sex!" 

Sylvain pouted. 

'Itll be the fastest shower of my life," he said, jumping out of the bed. 

Sylvain hadn't lied; he was in and out of the bathroom in record time, barely properly drying himself off 
before he was on the bed, climbing onto Bastian's lap. Bastian ran his hands down warm, damp skin, took in the 
sight of vibrant chocolate eyes and the sweetest, most loving smile. He pulled Sylvain in for a deep kiss, and 
when Sylvain made a soft noise in the back of his throat, he flipped him over onto his back. 

"You want me so badly, don't you?" Bastian spoke, pushing Sylvain's thighs apart and moving between them. 


"Yes," Sylvain moaned, "Please!" 


Bastian opened the lube he'd placed nearby and began to slick up his lover. Sylvain relaxed around his 
fingers, warming up quickly. While he fingered the man, Bastian jerked his cock Sylvain tossed his head back 


against the pillows, thrusting up his hips. Bastian watched as his lover reacted to his touch; Sylvain grasped at 
the bedding by his sides and pulled at it as he moaned. He was certain he'd never get sick of this view. 


Eager to be inside his boyfriend once more, Bastian lifted Sylvain's legs over his arms and guided himself in 
Sylvain sighed happily as he was filled. When the younger man was inside all the way, Bastian leaned down to 
connect their lips. He began to thrust his hips. Sylvain let out sweet litte noises in response, reaching up and 
clinging onto Bastian's back as he was fucked. Bastian nipped at Sylvain's bottom lip, then latched his mouth 
onto the man's neck. Sylvain's moans got louder and he dug his nails into the drummer's skin 


"Baise-moj, mon amour," the man sighed, eyes falling shut, "Plus fort" 


"You feel so good," Bastian groaned, driving into him more deeply. The pleasure he was chasing soon was 
within his reach. He felt the familiar feeling blooming within him and announced it to his lover. "Going to cum." 


Sylvain grasped his own cock, wanting to join his lover in ecstasy. He came in several hot milky jets, 
shouting his pleasures. Bastian joined him soon after, filling his lover with stream after stream of his desire. 


"Love you," Bastian gasped, "so much." 

‘| love you, too," Sylvain replied easily, lazily running his hands down Bastian's back as the younger one 
relaxed on top of him. The Dane littered Sylvain's face, neck, and chest with kisses, causing the older one to 
giggle. "How did | get so lucky with you?" 


Bastian kissed him on the nose. 


"I ask myself the same every day." 


Dix-Huit. 


Author's Notes: 
Probably gonna slow down on updates for this til after the holidays. | gotta focus on my Ficmas stories. I'll def 
have at least one more chapter up before the end of the month, though! Shit's gonna get wild. 


It was fairly mild weather for winter in Hamburg, but still cold. The bus had gotten to the venue ahead of 
schedule, giving the caravan of metal musicians a few hours to explore the city before the show. Bastian stood 
outside the bus, waiting for his cohorts to join him for a trip to the art museum, while David smoked a 


cigarette beside him. 

‘It's funny,” David said, smiling his little secretive smile, "| don't know if you realize you do this, but I've 
noticed it the last few days. Whenever Santeri comes around, Sylvain goes out of his way to make sure he's 
touching you in some manner. And when Esa's nearby, you wrap yourself around Sylvain like you're a cat." 


"Really? | didn't realize." 


‘Its cute," David went on. "You two are very possessive of each other. | don't think anybody will ever be 


able to come between the two of you." 

Bastian grinned. "They can try, but Sylvain would probably punch them in the face." 

"The French are notably well-versed in the martial arts," David joked. "My money's on Coudret any day." 

The man they spoke of joined them, bundled up in his hoodie and leather jacket. He sipped his coffee from 
his paper cup, taking in the setting of the historical city around them through squinting eyes adjusting to the 
daylight. 

"How long of a walk is it to the museum?" he asked Bastian. 

"We're actually going to get a car," the drummer replied. "It's a bit of a hike otherwise.” 

Santeri stepped out of the bus a few minutes later, and Bastian felt Sylvain snake an arm around his waist. 
The youngest looked over at David, who smirked at him upon seeing this. He couldn't help but smile back, 


grateful for his boyfriend's over-protection in this chilly weather. 


"Tomi's just finishing up getting ready now," Santeri told them. His blonde hair was covered by a knit cap, 
and he had a scarf wrapped around his neck; while Sylvain looked effortlessly handsome and cool, the Finn had 


dressed sensibly for the weather. A couple minutes passed and Tomi Joutsen, the shortest of the group, 
appeared next to his band mate, looking unaffected by the cold in his leather jacket and beanie. 


"You sure you don't want to join us, David?" Sylvain asked his fellow guitarist. The doctor shook his head. 


"| didn't sleep well last night," he said. "I'm going to try and catch some rest instead" 


In the Uber on the way to the museum, Bastian sat between Sylvain and Santeri. He watched Sylvain as the 
Frenchman looked out the window at passing buildings. He tried not to focus on the warmth of Santeri's thigh 
pressed up against his own. He placed a hand on Sylvain's leg, and the guitarist looked over at him and smiled 
before picking up Bastian's hand in his and lacing their fingers together. 


The Dane, the Frenchman, and the two Finns stepped out of the car later and took in the sight of the large 
red brick building of the Kunsthalle. Bastian knew there was no way they'd get to all of the exhibits and 
manage to get back to the venue in time. They'd have to plan out what they wanted to see. As they ascended 
the stairs to the entry, they discussed which styles of art they preferred. Sylvain, of course, wanted to see 
the Ith century French art. Tomi and Santeri were more interested in the contemporary work The group 


agreed to split up and meet back at the loth and ITth century classics after an hour. 


On a weekday in the winter, the museum wasn't too crowded, so they were able to move about the place 
freely. Bastian didn't know much about art himself, all he knew was that he enjoyed looking at it. Sylvain was 
slightly more well-versed, at least with the French and German stuff, and he explained what little he knew as 
they wandered through the rooms. 


"My mother always took me to museums in every city we visited, growing up," Sylvain said. "That was her 
thing. | used to think it was boring. Now that she's passed, | wish she were still around to talk to about all this 
stuff. She knew so much." 


Bastian smiled at the man as he opened up about his mother. He hadn't talked about her to him much. She 
had only passed away a few years ago - before Bastian had ever met Sylvain - so Bastian figured it was hard 
for Sylvain to bring up the memories. But he talked about her now with ease, approaching paintings done by 


her favorite artists and pointing out certain characteristics that were specific to their styles. 


The drummer found himself more fascinated by Sylvain than by all the great works surrounding them. A 
room full of Monets couldn't compare to the energy and the love and the light standing right in front of him. 
He admired the Frenchman as he recalled anecdotes from his childhood or made jokes about some of the 
paintings. He allowed Sylvain to guide him through the exhibits, endlessly enthralled with the man as they 


wandered along. 


The day passed too quickly, soon they met back up with Tomi and Santeri and got lunch nearby. Bastian 
learned Santeri was a vegetarian and had been so for many years. Tomi and Santeri spent most of their lunch 


making fun of each other; Tomi had a darker sense of humor, whereas Santeri's was more perverse. They 


worked well together and kept Sylvain and Bastian laughing at their silly jokes. A few times, Tomi spoke in quiet 
Finnish to Santeri, and the keyboardist would reply in a gentle tone, sometimes brushing his fingertips across 
the singer's tattooed arm. Bastian wondered how deep their relationship ran as he watched this. He supposed 
when you'd been around as long as Amorphis had, you become more intimate - more comfortable with one 


another. Bastian found Santeri's gentle demeanor with Tomi to be endearing. 


The group arrived back at the venue just in time for soundcheck. They had meet and greets with fans that 
day, followed by the show, so the rest of the day flew by. Afterwards, on the bus, the musicians had a party 
in the front lounge. Bjorn had his classic rock blasting on the vinyl player; David fed everyone shots of Gammel 


Dansk. Jan fell asleep in Olli-Pekka's lap pretty quickly, and Tomi went to bed early. 


Bastian decided to retire to bed with Sylvain while the party continued to rage on. Eventually, he'd have to 
move back into his own bunk since there wasn't much space to lay comfortably for long, but he wanted 
cuddles - and perhaps he could get a little something more out of his lover while everyone else was distracted 


in the front and back lounges. 


Sylvain was definitely a little drunk, his pupils dilated as he looked at his younger boyfriend with a lazy 


smile and unsteady eyes. 


"Je Faime," he murmured, running fingertips down Bastian's cheek, to his neck, to under his ear. Bastian felt 
himself heating up at the simple touch of an erogenous area. He pressed his hips forward, hoping Sylvain would 
feel how hard he was through his joggers. Sylvain hummed happily, removing his hand from Bastian's neck and 
sliding it down to the front of the drummer's pants. He cupped him, rubbed him through the fabric, and 
Bastian hissed in relief at the touch before capturing Sylvair's lips in a kiss. 


Sylvain broke away from Bastian's kiss in favor of nibbling along his jawline as he continued to palm his 
aching cock. The Dane was leaking so much precum that it seeped through his underwear and dampened his 


pants. He needed more than just this teasing touch. 


He pulled the band of his pants down just enough to allow his cock to spring out. Sylvain wrapped his 
fingers around it and stroked him, murmuring little dirty whispers in Bastian's ear. Bastian heated up at the 
feeling of the older man's hot breath against his skin. He was feeling damn good. 


His eyes fluttered shut as his orgasm began to well up inside of him. It was going to be a really strong 


one. 
"Don't stop," he breathed. "I'm close." 
‘Cum for me," Sylvain whispered back, keeping up his strokes. Bastian reached out and lifted up the bottom 


of Sylvain's shirt, exposing his skin just enough to make room for his cum to splatter onto it. Sylvain sucked in 
a breath as he felt Bastian's warm cum splash onto his stomach. "Fuck, mon ange, shit, that's hot." 


Bastian tried to control his quivering breaths as he recovered, not wanting to be loud enough to give away 
what they'd been doing to the others on the bus, though they surely couldn't have been heard over the loud 
music. After he took a moment, he pushed his hand into Sylvain's pants, grasping his hard cock and tugging 
him. Sylvain tilted his head against Bastian's chest, grabbing at the drummer's hip and breathing shakily as he 
was pleasured. In merely seconds, Sylvain was cumming, his thick ropes of semen joining Bastian's on his 
stomach. 

"I love you," Bastian said softly, kissing him on the top of his head and breathing in the scent of Sylvain's 
sweat and piney body wash. Absently, he swirled his fingertips in their mixture of fluids, tracing it along the 
man's warm, smooth belly. 

"Bastian," Sylvain said softly after his breathing had returned to normal. 


"Yes, my love?" 


"Do you find Santeri attractive?" Sylvain backed away from the Dane's chest so he could look him in the 


eyes. 
"I find you attractive," Bastian answered instantly, automatically. 
"That isn't what | asked," Sylvain said. 
| don't care about Santeri," Bastian said, "because | have you." 
"Still not what | asked,” Sylvain told him, amusement in his eyes. "It was a simple yes-or-no question” 
"| guess - | mean, he's objectively good looking---" 
"Yes or no, Bastian?" 
Bastian sighed and nodded his head. "Y-yes, a little bit" 
Sylvain went quiet for a moment, though his expression didn't change at Bastian's answer. 
"| thought so," he said. 
"But does it matter?" Bastian said. "I only have eyes for you." 
"You're allowed to find other people attractive," Sylvain said. "| was just curious." 
‘I'm not going to run off and leave you for him," Bastian said, feeling awkward. 


Sylvain chuckled. "I never claimed you were, mon ange." 


"Good," Bastian said. "Because | love you. So fucking much." 

‘| love you, too." 

"And | know why you don't like him," Bastian went on. "And | get it" 

Sylvain squinted at him. "Did Bjorn say something?" 

Bastian hesitated for a second. "Santeri did, actually. He told me that Esa cheated on you with him." 


Sylvain took a moment, losing eye contact with Bastian in favor of staring at the Dane's chest. "Esa cheated 
on me with multiple people. Santeri just happened to be one of them." 


"And then he kissed me," Bastian said. "You have plenty of reason to dislike him. | get it. It's okay." 


"| don't dislike him --" Sylvain started, but Bastian gave him a pointed look. "Okay, fine, | don't love the guy, 
but---" 


"IFs okay," Bastian said again, placing his hand on Sylvain's face and stroking his cheek with his thumb. 


"You've got nothing to worry about with him. Its just you and me, remember?" 
Sylvain nodded and kissed him, placing his hand over top of Bastian's. 


"Just you and mel" he repeated happily. 


The next morning came around, and Bastian was one of the first off the bus when they arrived at the 
next venue. They were in Munich today, and he wanted to get a head start on the day in order to get some 
time to explore the city. The venue last night hadn't had showers, so Bastian grabbed his stuff and headed 
straight for the Soilwork greenroom to take a nice, hopefully hot (some older venues were hit or miss) 


shower. Unfortunately, Sven had the same idea, and the Swede had made it there first. 


"| won't be long," Sven said, having already peeled off his shirt when Bastian walked in, "but you can try the 
other room. | don't think any of the Amorphis guys are up yet so their shower should be free.’ 


It didn't hurt to check, Bastian figured, so he went across the hall. The other room was identical to their 
greenroom, and it was empty, but he did see a guitar and a laptop sitting out as though someone had been 
using them. Not thinking much of it, he rounded the corner and made it to the bathroom, seeing that the door 
was half-open. It seemed he was lucky, and it wasn't occupied after all. As he poised to step through the 
doorway, though, he heard a muffled moan. He peeked into the bathroom and realized that it was, in fact, taken 


by someone. Two someones. 


Bastian couldn't believe his eyes. Before him, Santeri was pressed against the tiled wall beside the sink, 
Esa's mouth latched to his neck with a hand shoving up the blonde's button-down shirt. Santeri caught his eye, 
but offered no greeting, his mouth caught, instead, in a moan. Esa was unaware of the drummer's presence, 
continuing to move languidly against the keyboardist, clearly intending to fuck him. Bastian's heart was in his 
throat; he wasn't sure if he felt aroused or.. disappointed? 


Certainly not jealous, though. 


Esa either had to be a master of manipulation, or a master in the sack - or Bastian completely 
misunderstood his history with Santeri. From what he had assumed from his conversations with Santeri, they'd 
stopped fucking each other years ago after Esa had broken the other man's heart. But maybe Bastian had 
been wrong. Maybe they'd never stopped, and it had been a mutual thing for years now. He supposed it was 
none of his business. Yet he wondered if Santeri gave into the other man out of purely physical need - or if 
there were still feelings involved, deep cuts reopened while he did anything Esa asked in the hopes of earring 


Esa's love. Did Santeri still have romantic feelings for his band mate? 
Bastian hoped Santeri would break out of that cycle someday if that were the case. 


The blonde Finn continued to watch Bastian watching him, blue eyes glazed over in pleasure as Esa ravished 
him. Bastian knew he should turn around and leave, but his feet were glued to the floor. His eyes flicked down 
to watch as Esa skillfully unzipped Santeri's jeans and dipped his hand inside. Bastian looked back up for Santeri's 
reaction in time to see the man's blue eyes flutter shut - and to hear him emit such a gorgeous, desperate 


moan as he pressed his hips forward into Esa's touch. 


At that, Bastian managed to quietly back out of the doorway and leave, not stopping until he'd made it all 
the way back onto the bus and into his bunk, the shower he wanted to take now forgotten. He swiped his 
privacy curtain shut and slipped his hand down the front of his pants, squeezing his eyes shut and mentally 


replaying the scene he'd just witnessed until he made himself cum. 


Fuck. 


Dix-Neuf. 
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The tour brought them to a day off in Amsterdam, of all cities. Bastian was thrilled, as he had never been 
here before, but he'd heard about how much there was to do and knew of Amsterdam's reputation as a party 
city. During the day, he and Sylvain went out with Rasmus, Bjorn, Jan, and Tomi to check out some shops and 
eateries. They had a fun-filled day, but most of the more risque storefronts were not yet opened, and that 
was what Bastian wanted to check out the most. 


After a long day of exploring, Bastian retired to their hotel room with Sylvain to rest up and enjoy some 


alone time until the evening came. 


"Have you considered spicing up our sex life?" Sylvain said later as the two laid side-by-side in their hotel 
room bed after a particularly rough love-making session that had left Bastian sore and the Frenchman littered 
with small bite marks. 

"Is it not spicy?" Bastian asked, suddenly questioning whether he'd done a good job just now. Sylvain had 
seemed very into it, getting so loud at points that he was afraid others in the hotel would hear... Had he 
misread everything? 

"| mean, like, with toys and stuff" 

Bastian looked over at him. "You're interested in that sort of thing?" 


Sylvain shrugged. "I've enjoyed certain things in the past. Nothing too crazy. Perhaps we could go shopping 
for some stuff." 


"What are you thinking? Dildos, handcuffs, whips and chains?" 
Sylvain grinned at him, amusement in his eyes. "We don't have to. It was just a thought" 


"No," Bastian said, sitting up on one arm and reaching out to cup Sylvain's cheek. "I want to try whatever 


you want to try" 


"Well," Sylvain said, "we are in Amsterdam. There's sex shops on every corner here. We might as well see 


what they have." 


Twenty minutes later, the happy couple was walking down the sidewalk in the Red Light District. It had 
come to life after the sun had set; throngs of crowds wandered the streets, patronizing the bars, peep shows, 
prostitutes, and marijuana shops. Bastian didn't know where to look, sex was everywhere around him. He held 
Sylvain's hand and let the Frenchman guide him along while he took in the nightlife. 

"This isn't exactly my scene," Bastian joked to his boyfriend. 

"Not mine either,” Sylvain chuckled. "But when in Rome, right?" 

"Hey, guys!" 


Santeri and Esa approached them from the opposite direction, appearing out of a crowd, the blonde waving 
in greeting. 


"Hey," Bastian said as they met up, carefully avoiding Santeri's gaze. He hadn't really spoken to him since 
witnessing him with Esa in the bathroom yesterday. "What are you two up to?" 


"Just taking in the nightlife," Esa said. "We ran into David and Sven a bit ago, but | don't know what 
direction they went off to." 


"Do you two plan to partake in any of Amsterdam's earthly delights this evening?" Santeri asked playfully. 
"We're actually, ummm," Bastian started, then blushed slightly. 
"Looking for a sex shop," Sylvain finished easily for him. "Have you come across any?" 


"Oh, dozens," Esa laughed. "There's one just across the street there." He pointed out a neon pink sign laden 


with flickering Xes. 
"Perfect," Sylvain said. 
"Looking for anything in particular?" Esa asked. 


"Not really, no," Bastian answered quickly. 


"Well, we'll let you get to it," Santeri said, sensing Bastian was slightly uncomfortable talking about sex toys 


so openly - or at least uncomfortable talking about it with them. "Perhaps we'll catch you at one of these 
night clubs later on" 


"Perhaps," Sylvain said, running his hand down Bastian's back. "Come on, Bastian, let's check it out” 

Bastian said goodbye to the Finns and followed his boyfriend across the street. In the window, dildos of 
every shape, color, and size Bastian could imagine were displayed, showing Bastian what awaited them inside. 
Without pausing, Sylvain went right in, and Bastian stuck close behind him. 

There were a few other people meandering the aisles. Bastian avoided eye contact with all of them, 
following Sylvain as the Frenchman browsed the collection, totally at ease. They passed some more..advanced- 
looking things in favor of an endcap full of assorted butt plugs. 

"What about one of these?" Sylvain asked. 

"For you or me?" Bastian wondered. 


"Both of us," Sylvain replied, grinning and grabbing two of the less girthy-looking ones. 


They wandered around the store a bit more, oohing and ahhing and giggling at the selection. Bastian picked 
up a pair of handcuffs. 


"These could be fun," he said. "Have you been restrained before?" 

Sylvain nodded, eyes looking playful. 

‘| remember enjoying it. Id love to try again!" 

Not finding anything else suitable for their needs, they checked out at the register. Bastian slipped the 
items inside his coat pocket and they left the store. 

"A lot of that stuff was a bit intimidating," Bastian said. "IIl be honest, | don't know how to use most of it" 


"Well, if we like this sort of stuff, we can learn more about it together, yes?" Sylvain asked, gently bumping 


into his side as they were enveloped by the crowds and the cold night air once more. 


Ahead on their path, Bastian spotted David and Sven heading their way. Catching their attention, the group 
met up and stepped aside into a tiny alley in order to stay out of the way of the tourists walking around. 


"Hey," Sylvain greeted. "What are you guys doing?" 


"Bouncing between clubs," Sven said, hands tucked into the pockets of his hoodie to keep warm. "Trying to 
find a venue that plays classic rock for David" 


"I told you, it doesn't have to be classic rock," David argued playfully. 


"Whatever. ABBA, then" 
"It doesn't have to be ABBA! | just didn't love the music the first two places were playing! We could've 
stayed at either place, but you insisted we leave. | think you're trying to find that girl again that we saw 


earlier --" 


"--Well, anyway, we were about to check out that one right there across the street," Sven said. "You guys 


wanna come with us?" 
"Sure," Bastian and Sylvain said at the same time. 
“Awesome! But first, put out your hands and close your eyes!" David said, delighted. 


"Why?" Bastian asked, but he and Sylvain did as told. He felt David place a couple of small gummies into the 
palm of his hand. 


"Enjoy," David said as Bastian opened his eyes to look at what he'd received, 
Sylvain popped his into his mouth. 


"Where did you get these?" Bastian asked, examining them more closely. They were golden in color, in the 
shape of tiny pineapples. 


"Some guy," the doctor said proudly. 
"Some guy?" the drummer echoed, skeptical. 


"Don't worry," David assured him, "he had a shop front. Looked very official. He told me these ones 
shouldn't be too strong, I've had three myself” 


"Ive had two, and | don't feel a damn thing yet," Sven said. "I guess they take a while to kick in" 


"I saw the Amorphis guys a bit ago and gave them a few as well. Hopefully they'll make it back to the 


hotel in one piece." 
"Well," Bastian said, looking at his boyfriend, "you did say ‘when in Rome’ earlier, right?" 
Sylvain grinned widely and nodded. Bastian ate the gummies. 


"Excellent," David said. "Now let's hit up some clubs!" 


The first club they went to was very packed. The DJ was playing techno music and the crowd was closer 
to Bastian's age rather than the ages of his older cohorts. He, Sylvain, David, and Sven each had a few drinks 
but ended up leaving after about a half hour. 


"I'm still not feeling anything," Sylvain noted as they exited into the cold night air. 

"Me, neither," Bastian said, reaching out to hold his boyfriend's hand. 

"Oh, I'm feeling something," Sven said. "Probably - probably shoulda just had two of those edibles." 
David didn't respond, just smiled, eyes half-closed in pleasure. 

"Let's hit the next club," Bastian said. 


"Do you have more of the gummies?" Sylvain asked David as they moseyed down the sidewalk. Bastian 
found himself focusing hard on trying to stay in their group, as though if he got distracted for a mere 
second, his band mates would disappear into the night. 


‘One more,” David said. "Do you want it?" 
Sylvain nodded, and David reached into his pocket to find the last of his edibles. 
‘Sylvain, are you sure?" Bastian asked, a bit concerned. His vision was fuzzing a bit at the edges. 


"| don't feel anything yet," the Frenchman said. "Just a little bit drunk" He popped the last gummy into his 


mouth, and the group walked a few more blocks before entering another club. 


This one was a little less crowded than the first one, but Bastian noticed it was mostly filled with men. Was 
this a gay club? He felt the stares of some of the patrons of the club as they wandered in. The bass of the 
music thudded in Bastian's ears. Things were starting to move in slow motion for him, and the strobes flashing 


weren't helping. He focused on the back of David, following him as he bee-lined for the bar. 


He realized that this was definitely a gay club; scantily clad men danced seductively in cages on either side 
of the bar, with more spread throughout the club. 


David ordered the four of them shots of vodka. After they drank the shots, they went onto the dance 
floor, joining the throngs of moving, sweating bodies. Bastian pulled Sylvain close, grinding their hips together 
and holding him tightly by the waist. People moved around them, David and Sven staying close by as they 


danced. 


Bastian felt a hand that wasn't Sylvain's skate across his lower back. He tilted his head to see who had 
touched him and was met with sky-blue eyes and a playful smile. Santeri. 


"Heyl" Bastian greeted him. "You found us again!" 


"Hil" Santeri shouted back, joining their group. Bastian glanced around for Esa and spotted the man leaning in 
to Sven's ear to tell him something. The six of them danced amongst themselves and the strangers around 
them, not hearing the music so much as feeling it. Bastian felt himself rising into euphoria, his whole body 


tingling in pleasure. 
"The edibles are kicking in!" he shouted to Sylvain. 


"Me, too!" the Frenchman said back. He pulled Bastian in for a deep kiss, and Bastian felt himself vibrating 
with feeling. He dipped his tongue into Sylvain's mouth, not caring about the public display. Many of the people 
around them were doing the same, but even if they weren't, Bastian wasn't sure he would've stopped himself. 


Sylvain tasted like hot sweetness, like raw love. 


Santeri's hand was back on Bastian's hip, and Bastian found that he liked the pressure, loved the touch. He 
wanted his whole body to be touched. All at once, everywhere. By Santeri and Sylvain. And he wanted to touch 
them, too. 


Sylvain backed away, a lazy smile on his face. His eyes were bloodshot. He was high as a kite. 


Bastian was high, too, and floating. Those gummies were powerful. He just wanted to be touched, to kiss, to 
hug, to love. His mouth was dry and his tongue felt thick. His brain was buzzing. 


He watched through dilated eyes a scene play before him that he was certain couldn't be real - and yet 
nothing was more solid, more physical in that moment. He zeroed in on Santeri brushing a hand across Sylvain's 
cheek. And Sylvain, instead of pushing it aside, placed his hand on top of Santeri's, holding it there. 


He gave Bastian a look first, an unsteady one, accompanied by a secretive smile. And then he tilted his head 
and kissed Santeri right on the mouth. 


The keyboardist kissed back, surging forward as he slipped his tongue into Sylvain's mouth. Bastian watched, 
his body flooding with heat, which mixed with the pleasurable tingles he was already feeling. This was the 
hottest thing he'd seen in his 28 years of existence. He observed with laser-focused eyes as his boyfriend 
allowed himself to be kissed by the blonde Finn. He had been certain Sylvain would never get along with Santeri 
up until this point, then again, Sylvain was definitely intoxicated right now, which probably made it easy for him 
to ignore past feelings and do things he wouldn't do in his right mind. Whatever the case, this was an absolute 
treat, and Bastian wasn't going to take his eyes off the scene for one second. 


Sylvain broke the kiss and turned back to Bastian, eyes flicking down to his lips. Bastian automatically licked 
them, before Sylvain kissed him. He felt Sylvain's hand move up his back to the nape of his neck, Santeri's hand 
remained at his waist. Wherever they touched, sparks of pleasure went off, igniting Bastian's body. Bastian's 
eyes fluttered shut as he let himself be absorbed by the purity of his senses. He stopped dancing in favor of 


swaying just slightly to the music pounding around them. Bodies still moved around him; he was fairly certain 
that was David was up against his back, as he had been there earlier. It was very hot in here, his mouth was 


still dry, he needed water, he needed Sylvain He needed the room to stop spinning around him. 


Bastian focused as Sylvain and Santeri shared another kiss, this one quicker. Then, Bastian felt gentle 
pressure on the back of his neck as Sylvain pushed him in Santeri's direction, toward Santeri's lips. The back of 
his mind was screaming that this was forbidden fruit - but was it forbidden if Sylvain was the one picking it 
off the tree and tossing it right into his lap? 


Bastian met his kiss, and it felt like fucking heaven. Automatically, he strung a hand in the man's long blonde 
hair, his other hand reaching blindly for Sylvain. Santeri's lips were soft, wet, and hot as they moved against 
his own. He swiped a tongue out to taste, and Santeri's joined his. Bastian's entire body was in uncontrollable 
bliss. If Santeri were to undress him right there on the dance floor and take turns fucking him with Sylvain, he 


would've been a slave to their whims. 


Santeri was sober enough, apparently, to decide they ought to go somewhere more secluded for such 


activities. 


"There's a theater next door," the man said as he broke away from the kiss and the three men wandered 


from the dance floor as one unit. Bastian was certain he was floating. 


Theater, Bastian thought absently, that's no place for a threesome. 


But in a theater they suddenly were, Bastian barely noticing the cold of the outdoors as they changed 
locations; had they even been outside? How did they get here? A bored looking woman manning the front desk 
barely nodded at the intoxicated trio of Europeans as they stumbled in, she was too busy chatting with 


someone who Bastian was fairly certain was a security guard. 


This wasn't a normal theater, he quickly realized, and he was pretty sure he said that out loud too 
because he heard Sylvain giggle. Or was Sylvain giggling because Santeri's lips were on his neck? He nearly 
tripped on the other men, their feet tangling as they moved into a dark, private room. Bastian registered a sign 
outside the door that said "pay per minute." 


There had to be a joke in here somewhere, Bastian thought desperately. A Dane, a Finn, and a Frenchman 
walk into a peep show.. But he could come up with no punchline thanks to his brain being in a totally different 


galaxy. 


Music was playing in here, too, loudly, but not as loudly as in the club. Bastian stumbled through the dark 


of the room into the edge of a couch. 


Santeri was fumbling with some sort of kiosk on the wall. 
Pay per minute, Bastion thought, as the Finn inserted paper money into the slot. 
"We've got twenty minutes," he said, "I think. It's in Dutch." 


"I don't think | could even comprehend English right now," Bastian said, and Sylvain said something that he 
didn't understand. Santeri pressed a button on the kiosk and the three men turned to watch as a viewing 


window opened in front of them. 


Through the glass, they saw a man and a woman performing lewd acts on a spinning bed in a dark room, 
dimly lit only by a stripe of red neon on the ceiling. The man's face was between her legs, her high-heel clad 
feet shaking in the air with his movements. Bastian stared, never having seen live pornography before in his 


life, his cock twitching in his pants as the woman screamed her pleasures. 


He stood there, intrigued by the scene Santeri had just paid twenty bucks for, and his skin tingled as the 
Finn placed his hands on his hips. The keyboardist began to kiss the back of his neck, and Bastian moaned 
happily, reaching a hand behind him to string his fingers through the man's long hair. 


"This couch is fucking disgusting," Sylvain said, and Bastian could barely see his form shuffling about in the 
room with how dark it was. "It's all. sticky.” 


"Come here," Bastian whined, reaching his other hand forward for the silver-haired man. "Want you." 


"We'll avoid the couch," Santeri said, his voice right in Bastian's ear, causing him to shiver involuntarily. His 


hot breath coated his cheek, and Bastian felt he might faint. 


Sylvain moved in front of him, pulling Bastian in for a deep kiss. Bastian was afraid his body would implode 
with everything he was feeling. He was floating in pure bliss, orgasmic bliss, and every touch to his body made 
him higher, made him want to scream with pleasure. He moaned into Sylvain's hot mouth. The two men pressed 
closer, sandwiching Bastian between them, and the youngest didn't know how to react, didn't know where to 


place his hands. He wanted to touch them both everywhere, all at once. He wanted to be touched everywhere. 
"Fuck, I'm so fucking high" Santeri giggled into Bastian's ear, running his hands down his sides. 


"Me, too," Sylvain said, and latched his lips onto Bastian's neck. Bastian vibrated between the two of them, 
his brain transcending out of his body. He was beginning to see colors he didn’t know existed. What the fuck 
had been in those edibles? 


The pressure from Sylvain's body was suddenly off him as the man got to his knees and unzipped Bastian's 
pants. Bastian grasped desperately behind him for Santeri, needing the man to hold him up as Sylvain took his 
cock into his mouth, because surely he could not stand on his own. He forgot how to stand. He forgot how 


to..oh 


God. 
Fuck 


If Sylvain's mouth had been heaven sober, this was beyond. This was something completely outside any 
realm Bastian could comprehend. He shouted out some words that he was pretty sure were English, but may 
have been Danish or gibberish. He wasn't sure, because he couldn't remember things as they happened, 


suddenly. 


"Feeling good, hmm?" Santeri murmured into his ear, and Bastian's eyes rolled into the back of his head as 
the keyboard player traced his hands along his body. He reached around the drummer and unzipped his coat, 
helping him off with it and dropping it to the floor. Then, he raked his hands greedily up the front of Bastian's 
t-shirt, feeling the skin there, igniting flames in the path of his fingertips. "Fuck, your body feels incredible." 


Santeri found Bastian's nipples and teased them; the youngest felt he was already floating within the 
ecstatic walls of bliss, but this made the feeling even stronger. He was acutely aware of Santeri's erection 
pressed up against his ass, separated by way too much fabric. He wanted to fix that, wanted to feel the 
weight of the Finn's cock in his hand, but he just felt so overwhelmed that he wasn't sure he could even move 


on his own to make that happen. 


Colors continued to swirl behind Bastian's eyes. Sylvain's tongue expertly worked him off. Santeri needed to 


experience this, too - shit, he needed to experience this now. 
"Sylvain..do Santeri, show him how good you are." 


The Frenchman hummed around his cock and obediently backed away with a wet pop of his lips. Bastian's 


knees nearly buckled. 


"Santeri, let him suck you, you'll love it, he's so good," Bastian babbled, his brain all sorts of fuzzy. 
Cushiony, fuzzy, vibrant. His whole body continued to tingle, but slightly less so when his boyfriend and the 


blonde moved away from him. 


He wished it wasn't so damn dark in here. The woman through the window continued to moan as she was 
pleasured, but Bastian had tuned her and her partner out. Something a million times more interesting was 
happening right next to him in this room, and it deserved all of his focus - even if he wasn't sure he was 


totally capable of focusing on any one given thing currently. 


Santeri cursed in pleasure, and Bastian squinted in the dark, watching the shape of his boyfriend's head 
bobbing along as he sucked the other man's cock. 


"He's amazing," Santeri said. "Oh my God, Sylvain, you're fucking amazing." Deft fingers strung themselves in 
silver curls, guiding the Frenchman along. Bastian wanted to participate, and he did so by running his hands 


along Santeri's body, finding very nice placement on the man's firm ass. He went in for a kiss, guiding Santeri's 


mouth to his while the Finn was mid-moan 


He briefly remembered the first time they'd kissed, in that bathroom in Leipzig toward the beginning of 
the tour. He realized what brought him back to that moment - the scent of peppermint, that he now realized 
was Santeri's beard oil. He liked it. It made his face tingle. Or was that the drugs? Regardless, he continued 
kissing the man, enjoying the tingles and his scent. 


Santeri broke the kiss after a moment. 
"Get down on your knees. Like your boyfriend," he said. 


Bastian was fairly certain that was the sexiest thing he'd ever been commanded to do, so he fell to his 
knees immediately, throwing an arm around Sylvain's shoulder to steady himself. As Sylvain pulled off of 
Santeri's cock, Bastian moved in to give it a taste. It was rigid and thick and had a heavy musky smell. Bastian's 
mouth was dry, so he licked along the smooth hot skin instead. Santeri moaned and placed a hand on Bastian's 
head. He and Sylvain took turns with the Finn's cock, also taking turns to kiss each other. 


Suddenly, in the middle of their tryst, the door to their private room burst open. Light flooded into the 
darkness, and Bastian squinted as he fell back onto his ass in surprise, trying to adjust to the brightness, as 


they were shouted at by the security guard he'd seen in the lobby. 


"You cannot do that in here!" he said in a heavy Dutch accent. Two more security guards - or were those 
police officers? - filled the frame of the door behind him, and Bastian had a feeling they were in big trouble. 
The pleasure flooding his body turned into panic. 


Vingt. 


Bastian woke with a start, his head pounding. He tried to reach for his glasses, when he realized something 
heavy was keeping his arm from moving. He blinked a few times, trying to focus on his spinning surroundings. 
He was in a hotel room, and he was totally naked. It was morning, by the look of the pale light trickling through 
the blinds. 


He tried to move his arm again, and when he did, the heavy thing moved with him. 


"Perkele" said a familiar voice, but he couldn't place who it was. It certainly wasn't Sylvain, or any of his 
band mates. 


Bastian's mouth was so dry. Painfully dry. Thick He could drink ten gallons of water right now and it 
wouldn't be enough. He looked over to see what was limiting his movements. It was a wrist. A wrist that his 
wrist was handcuffed to. With the handcuffs he and Sylvain had bought last night. 

Last night. 


"Fuck," he coughed. That single cough led into a coughing fit, and Bastian sat upright, trying to control his 


convulsing body. He needed some fucking water. His brain sloshed around in his head. 

"Merde: 

Relief flooded Bastian's body upon hearing his lover's voice as he continued to hack up a lung. Managing to 
get control of himself, he twisted his body around to see a naked blonde man and silver-haired man slowly 
waking up in the bed beside him. Santeri's wrist was the one he was cuffed to. He wasn't sure what events 


transpired to lead to this situation, but he began scanning the room for the tiny key to open the handcuffs. 


"Mita vittua" Santeri grumbled as he shook at the handcuff on his wrist and realized he was currently 


attached to Bastian. "Who..2" 
"| don't know, but we gotta find the key for it," Bastian said. "Sylvain, do you have it?" 


"Have what?" the Frenchman groaned as he sat up and rubbed at his eyes. "I feel like I've been hit by a 


train." 


"What happened last night?" Santeri moaned. "I feel like death. How did we get back here? What time is it? 


Where are my pants?" 
"Too many questions,” Sylvain said. "Shut up" 


"Sylvain, can you give me a hand finding the key for these handcuffs?" 


"Key? What key?" the guitarist asked, trying to focus bloodshot eyes on the metal chain that was 
currently connecting his boyfriend to another man. He coughed. "I think I'm still high.” 


Bastian found his glasses on the side table and put them on He looked at the alarm clock It wasn't quite 
4:00am yet. Thank God. 


"When's bus call?" he asked. 

"I think it's 9:30," Santeri offered. Bastian yanked on the handcuffs and the Finn gave him a look 

"Shit. We gotta get out of these. Do you have the key?" 

"Where would | have stored a key?" Santeri replied, annoyed. "In my ass?" 

Ignoring him, Bastian got to his feet and began to look around the room - as far as he could, given he 
couldn't venture much from the bed unless Santeri went with him. Finally, Santeri got up as well, swinging his 
legs over the edge of the bed. He bent over, snatching up a pair of black boxer briefs off the floor, and tried 
to step into them while Bastian found his coat on the ground. He dug through the pockets for his phone. The 
battery was dead. Of course. He shoved his hands back into the coat pockets to find the key but came up with 


nothing. 


"Sylvain, can you go get David?" Bastian asked, turning around to look at the Frenchman, who was currently 
regarding his boyfriend and Santeri with a pained look on his face. 


"David? What for?" 
"He's smart," Bastian said, "and should be able to get these off of us somehow." 


"Give me a second," Sylvain said, getting out of bed and swaying as he stood. "My head is killing me. Where 


are my clothes?" 


The three of them fumbled around for a while, wasting precious minutes as bus call drew near. Bastian 
managed to put on his underwear, and Santeri pulled on his jeans, but due to being attached at the hands, they 


couldn't dress any further, or even do much of anything at all 


Defeated, the two of them sat on the edge of the bed together, waiting impatiently as Sylvain went down 
the hall to find David. The Dane realized he smelled of peppermint, inhaling the faint scent left on his skin from 


Santeri's kisses the previous evening. 


"Do you remember last night?" Santeri asked his younger colleague as they sat shoulder-to-shoulder, the 


warmth of the Finn's skin permeating the drummer's side. 


"Up to a certain point," Bastian said. 
| hope this doesn't become a habit," Santeri sighed. "You blacking out when we're together, that is." 


"Sorry," Bastian said awkwardly, keeping his eyes trained onto his lap so that he wouldn't admire the 
exposed skin of the man next to him, the muscular arms and shoulders. Santeri was more built than Sylvain, 
taller, stronger. A little fatter, too. "David gave us these gummies, and | think there was something in them 


other than just marijuana" 
"I know," Santeri said. "Esa and | took some, too. | think they were laced with MDMA." 
"Ecstasy?" Bastian questioned, furrowing his brow. "David never would've given them out if he knew that." 


"I know," Santeri said again, and they went quiet. A few seconds of silence passed, before he spoke again 


‘lm sorry you walked in on me and Esa the other day.” 


That brought back flashback visions of the two Finns grinding filthily against each other in that backstage 
bathroom. Bastian blinked a few times, trying to ignore the shameful fact that he had gotten himself off to 


the scene right afterwards. 


‘| was under the impression that you two didn't hook up anymore," Bastian admitted. "So | was a little 


surprised." 


"My relationship with Esa is complicated,” Santeri said, and trailed off. The drummer didn't press him any 
further, and instead changed the subject. 


"Last night was...” 
Santeri laughed and shook his head. 
"It felt like a bizarre dream" 


"Yeah," Bastian agreed. They fell back into awkward silence. Bastian watched as Santeri moved his hand, the 
one handcuffed to his, to his thigh. Tentatively, he touched Bastian's skin, tracing lightly upwards until he was 
met with the hem of the drummer's underwear. Bastian sucked in a breath as goosebumps appeared on his leg. 


"Sande..." 


The hotel room door opened and Santeri's hand was suddenly back in his own lap. Sylvain came in, followed 
by a worse-for-wear David, who looked like he'd gotten zero hours of sleep. His eyes were puffy and bloodshot 
and his shirt was wrinkled. Bastian was fairly certain it was the same shirt he'd had on last night. With him, he 


carried a set of bolt cutters. 


"Alright," he said, his voice hoarse, though his tired face still reflected his amusement at the situation 


"Lets get these handcuffs off" 
"Where'd you get those?" Bastian asked. 


"Bus driver's tool box," David said. "I'm going to cut the middle chain first, then I'll try and get the actual 
cuffs off of you separately. Unless you'd prefer to keep your matching friendship bracelets." 


Bastian glanced at Santeri for his reaction, but the keyboardist was watching David position the cutters. 
Sylvain watched, too, in a quiet daze. Bastian felt embarrassed. 


David easily snapped the chains apart on the first squeeze of the cutters, then had Bastian extend his arm 
so he could cut off his cuff. 


Clearly these aren't police grade," David said, easily breaking the cuff, which turned out to be plastic, 


rather than metal. 

"We should've gotten the more expensive ones," Sylvain quipped, and Bastian grinned. 

"Next time the three of you engage in your kinky adult fun," David said, "be a little more cognizant of how 
to get out of it" He removed Sande's cuff as well, and the keyboardist rubbed his wrist. His pale skin was 


slightly red, Bastian noticed, and the Dane felt bad for having tugged on the cuffs so much earlier. 


| should apologize for last night," David said, stepping back and stroking his beard. "I didn't think that the 
edibles would be laced. They're usually pretty well-regulated here. How's everybody feeling?" 


"Horrible," Sylvain groaned. 
"Been better," Santeri said. 
"IIl survive," said Bastian. 


Everyone loaded onto the bus later, half of them looking like hungover zombies. Bastian went straight to 
bed and passed out until they arrived at the venue later that afternoon 


When he woke, he opened the Soilwork group chat on his phone, seeing it had been active while he was 
sleeping. 


Dr. Dave: | feel horrible about last night. 


Speed: I'm glad | stayed in What happened? 


Dr. Dave: think | accidentally fed half of us MDMA 

Speed: omg 

Speed: are you fucking serious??? 

Svenne Banan: Esa was tripping balls. Freaking the fuck out. | had to take him back to the hotel. 
Speed: he ok? 

Svenne Banan: he seems fine today 


Dr. Dave: @Little Drummer Boy and @Silver Fox almost got themselves arrested for public indecency with 


Santeri. 


Dr. Dave: Yeah, | think the police thought we were more trouble than it was worth because we were 


screaming in five different languages at them. 
Dr. Dave: they were causing a scene at the local peep show 
Bass Player Placeholder: holy shit 


Dr. Dave: | went to find them cuz Sven took Esa back to the hotel, and there they were, getting kicked out 
of the building 


Dr. Dave: luckily | was able to convince the police to let them leave with me 
Dr. Dave: considering | was high as shit 

Speed: jesus fuck 

Speed: how 

Speed: it's always in Amsterdam 


Dr. Dave: think i'm gonna lay off the drugs for a while, especially those of the Dutch variety 


Bass Player Placeholder: Probably in everyone's best interest. 


Bastian exited out of the chat, now vaguely recalling the run-in with the police and David coming to their 
rescue. He'd thought that was all a dream. But what had happened after that, back at the hotel? How had the 
three of them ended up naked and handcuffed? 


He was grateful for David in that moment. He couldn't imagine having to make that phone call to Mr. 
Thusgaard back in Denmark: "Hey, Dad, l'm in prison in the Netherlands right now because | was caught trying 
to have sex with two men in public while rolling on molly. Can you bail me out?" Luckily, even high and drunk 
David was diplomatic enough to get them out of a very rocky situation The man truly was a modern-day 
Renaissance man, good at everything. 

He sent a message to Santeri. 

Bastian: Hey. How you feeling? 

Sande: like shit still. You? 

Bastian: a little better after sleeping some more. Not much in the mood to play tonight, though. 

Bastian: wish we had another day off 

When he didn't get a reply, he slipped out of his bunk to find Sylvain. The Frenchman's bunk was empty, so 
he went to the back lounge and found him alone, curled up reading a guitar magazine underneath a fleece 
blanket. He looked cute like that, glasses low on his nose, silver hair mussed, and a steaming cup of coffee next 
to him. Bastian joined him in the booth, kissing him on the cheek. 

Sylvain smiled at him warmly, though exhaustion was evident on his face. 


"Hey," he greeted. 


"You doing okay?" Bastian asked, wrapping his arm around the older man's shoulders and glanced down at 


the magazine, skimming the pages that were opened. It was a Metallica feature. 
‘Im fine. | feel a little funny still, but it's no big deal." 


"| mean about things with Sande,” Bastian clarified. "Clearly some stuff happened between the three of us. 
How do you feel about it all?" 


Sylvain was quiet for a moment, thinking. 
"| guess," he said, "it's okay. | don't remember much of it. | was pretty out of it” 
"So it's really okay? That we did stuff together with someone else? With Sande?" 


The silver-haired man smiled slightly. "Well, it was a one time thing, right? We did talk about spicing up our 
sex life yesterday, didn't we?" He laughed. "| guess it got pretty spicy last night." 


"It sure did," Bastian said, grinning. Sylvain looked back down at his magazine. "But | know how you feel about 


him. 


Sylvain shrugged. "| guess | figured you'd like it if | kissed him. If we did stuff. Because you think he's 
attractive. | think it went a bit further than it maybe should have because of the drugs." 


Sylvain," Bastian said, his tone very serious, "never feel pressured to do something you're not sure about 


because of me." 
"Is okay, mon ange," Sylvain said dismissively. "| made the decision on my own | can live with it” 
Bastian didn't love that answer, but he accepted it, not knowing what he really wanted to hear Sylvain say. 


He kissed Sylvain's cheek again, and the man rested his head on Bastian's shoulder. They sat like that, talking in 


soft murmurs, until soundcheck. 


Vingt et un 
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Sylvain was drinking more than normal. Bastian noticed right away but didn't know how to approach the 
subject with his boyfriend. Every single day, after every show over the next week, if Sylvain couldn't find a 
bar to hobble to, he'd drink until he passed out on the bus. It was unusual for Sylvain to be constantly 
intoxicated, and Bastian swore the man even began to wake up drunk. His kisses started to taste like beer, not 


the sweet coffee kisses Bastian had grown to love. 


The silver-haired man was dead to the world, drooling on Bastian's lap in the front lounge one late evening 
as the bus sped down some dark European road, when Bjorn finally asked him, "Bastian, is he okay?" 


Bastian's eyes caught Santeri's first. The blonde Finn was sitting across from them, tinkering around on his 
keyboard with his headphones over his ears. The drummer broke their gaze to look at his singer. 


‘I'm sure he's fine," he said, but he sounded unconvinced as the words came out of his mouth. 


"He hasn't drank like this since the Panic tour," Bjorn said, "back when he was going through his divorce. l'm 


a little worried" 


Bastian bit his lip and nodded, combing his fingers through Sylvain's soft hair as he slept. Bjorn had known 
Sylvain for way longer than he had. There had to be deep cause for concern if the vocalist was bringing this 


up. 
"| was going to talk to him..." 


"Well, if you guys need us to make the space for you to talk, let us know. We'll do that," Bjorn said, glancing 
over at David, who nodded in agreement. Bastian smiled gratefully at them. 


"Thanks." 
The next morning, Bastian was in the front of the bus on his laptop, updating the band's social medias when 


Sylvain appeared out of his bunk. The older man shuffled over to the cooler without a greeting and immediately 
pulled out a beer. 


"Why not some water instead?" Bastian tried. Sylvain's thumb paused on the metal tab on the can, and he 
gave his boyfriend a tired expression 


"You're my mother now?" he asked. It didn't sound like a joke. 


"No," Bastian swallowed, feeling his heart drop. "Just your concerned boyfriend." He stood up quickly and 


reached for the man's waist. "| can make you some tea and an English muffin if you're hungry --" 


‘lm good, thank you," Sylvain said, popping open the can, taking a sip, and walking away from him. He 
disappeared into the back lounge. 


Bastian stood there listlessly. He felt the eyes of Oppu, David, and Rasmus on him from where they all sat 


spread out in the front. He sat back down and resumed the work he was doing on his laptop. 


They arrived at the venue about an hour later. Stir crazy, Bastian exited the bus the second they stopped. 
He silently helped with load-in, wracking his brain on the best way to breach the subject of Sylvain's sudden 
alcoholism. This was something he'd never dealt with before. Perhaps he could go to David for advice. The 
doctor was an endless fountain of knowledge - at least in the young Dane's eyes. If he couldn't help from an 


emotional standpoint, at least he could from a medical one. 


As he wandered into the venue pondering this, he felt a pair of arms reach around him. He was pulled close 


to a warm body and he felt a beard brush his cheek as Sylvain tucked his face against his neck 


"Hey," the Frenchman greeted, and Bastian felt himself heat up at the contact. His head went fuzzy with 


happiness. He placed his hands on top of Sylvain's over his stomach. 

"Hi," he replied back, relaxing in the man's arms. Sylvain pressed a kiss to his cheek. 

"| think we should find somewhere to steal away for a bit," the man said. "Don't you?" 

They hadn't had sex since Amsterdam, not that there had really been an opportunity. Sylvain had seemed a 
bit distant the last few days, coupled with his excessive drinking. Bastian had tried to be respectful and given 
him space, but his body did ache for the touch of his lover. 

"Where do you suggest?" he asked, nuzzling his face against Sylvain's. 


"Anywhere," Sylvain breathed. "Behind the dumpster. | don't even care. | want you." 


Bastian huffed out a laugh and grinned before turning around and wrapping his arms around the man's 


waist. Sylvain put his around Bastian's neck and accepted a kiss as the drummer leaned forward. 


The minty toothpaste didn't conceal the stale taste of beer on Sylvain's breath. Bastian tried to ignore it at 
first, but when he backed away slightly and saw Sylvain's eyes were dilated and his gaze was unsteady, he 


realized the man was drunk already. At eleven in the morning. 


"Sylvain, | want you. | do," Bastian promised, cupping his cheek. "But | was hoping we could talk about 
something first." 


"Talk about what?" Sylvain asked, flicking his brown eyes down to the younger man's lips. "Talk about how | 
want your mouth on my cock?" 


Bastian flared with desire and gripped Sylvain's hips. He tugged him close but looked past his shoulder. 

Let's go find somewhere private, okay?" he said into Sylvain's ear before breaking away. 

Somewhere private turned out to be hard to find. The two of them ended up behind the bus, shivering in 
the cold. Sylvain tucked his hands into his jacket pockets and leaned against the back of the bus, looking 


frustrated. 


"What do you want to talk about?" he asked. He glanced at Bastian briefly, those big brown eyes causing 
Bastian's heart to swell with deep affection 


"I just..." Bastian trailed off, realizing he didn't know how to start. He bit his lip. "How are you doing?" 
Sylvain shrugged. 
"Fine," he said. 


"Come on," Bastian tried. "You've been drinking a lot the last few days - ever since Amsterdam. People have 
noticed. Is there something you want to tell me?" 


Sylvain shrugged again, folding his arms across his chest and remaining quiet. 

"Is it something to do with us? And what happened with Santeri?" 

"No," Sylvain said, not making eye contact. "There's nothing wrong with you and me, Bastian" 
"Okay," Bastian said. "Then just please tell me if something's up?" 

Sylvain stared at the ground, kicking one foot absently on the asphalt: 


"Please," Bastian tried again. "I just want to know you're okay.” 


"I just need some time," Sylvain said, finally looking at him. 

Bastian frowned. "Okay. | can give you time." 

"Okay." 

"Okay." Bastian reached out his hand and cupped Sylvain's cheek. "Just please talk to me when you're ready." 
Sylvain placed his hand over Bastian's. 

"L will. I'm sorry, mon ange. | just realized some things recently about myself that - that..." 


"Hey," Bastian said as his boyfriend trailed off. "H's okay. If you need time to process something, its okay. 


Just promise not to shut me out." 


Sylvain nodded, tilting his head and kissing the palm of the drummer's hand. His eyes looked a little watery, 
giving Bastian more cause for concern, He didn't want to press the man further until he was ready to talk 


more. He clearly needed time to think about something. 


Bastian just hoped that something wasn't detrimental to their relationship. 


After the show that evening, Sylvain didn't opt to join the others to go out to the nearby bar. Instead, he 


said he wanted to go back to the bus and maybe read or watch a movie. 
Ill stay in with you," Bastian said. 
"Are you sure?" Sylvain asked, surprised. 


"Yeah. We can grab some snacks and cuddle up in the back lounge. It will be nice!" 


Later, both men were curled up in their pajamas under a blanket watching a comedy together. Their 
conversation from earlier in the day still rang in Bastian's head, but the Dane tried to ignore it. Sylvain was 
sober currently, and although the man seemed a little closed off emotionally, he felt it was a step in the right 
direction. Bastian didn't want to ruin that. 


"You know," Bastian said, sliding a hand over Sylvain's thigh under their blanket. "We are by ourselves here 
for a little while longer." He moved his hand over the crotch of the man's sweatpants. Sylvain didn’t reply, just 
gave a halfhearted smile and continued watching the movie. Bastian leaned in and kissed along the shell of 


Sylvain's ear, nibbled the lobe a bit, and moved down to start kissing his jaw. 


"Bastian, I'm not in the mood," Sylvain said. 


"But you're always in the mood," Bastian laughed softly, nuzzling his neck and pressing his hand down on 
Sylvain's crotch. "You wanted to have sex behind the dumpster earlier, remember? At least now we have the 


nice, warm bus ---" 
"Bastian, stop," Sylvain said firmly. 
The drummer backed off him, feeling embarrassed and confused. 
‘I'm sorry," he muttered softly, tucking his hands into his lap. "I wasn't trying to---" 
"It's okay," the Frenchman said flatly. "I just don't feel like it tonight" 


After a few minutes, when Bastian stopped feeling awkward, he cuddled back up to his boyfriend and rested 
his head on his chest so that he could hear his heartbeat. Sylvain wrapped his arm around him, and they 


watched the rest of the movie in silence. 


The next day was a day of travel. They'd be on the bus all day until they made it to their hotel 
somewhere in Spain. Sylvain didn't come out of his bunk, so Bastian decided not to disturb him. After napping on 
and off most of the day, Bastian slipped out of bed and went to the back lounge to see what was going on. 
Bjorn and David were having one of their BOs movie marathons today and had coerced some of the Finns to 
join them. Santeri, Tomi, and Jan were watching the TV, looking very mesmerized by whatever American film 
David had chosen. Santeri gave him a friendly smile as he walked in, so Bastian squeezed himself between the 
keyboardist and Jan and got comfortable. He spent the rest of the evening there, a little distracted by the 


warmth of Santeri's body against his, until the caravan of tired musicians made it to their hotel. 
"Bastian! Check out the bathroom!" Sylvain said excitedly. The drummer dropped his luggage onto the bed 
and padded over to the doorway of the bathroom to peer inside. 


"Oh! That's awesome!" Bastian said upon seeing the large, two person jacuzzi bathtub. Next to it was an 
enclosed glass shower, but Bastian had a feeling they wouldn't be using that tonight. 


| wonder if they have bubbles?" Sylvain said, shuffling through the tiny bottles of complimentary toiletries 
on the edge of the tub. He held one up to show his boyfriend and grinned. "They do!" 


As Sylvain began filling the tub and messing with the jet settings, Bastian took a photo and sent it to the 
group chat. 


Little Drummer Boy: Imagejpg 


Speed: What! No way! 

Dr. Dave: We don't have that in our room! 

Speed: I'm coming over to use itll! 

Little Drummer Boy: We are gonna have sex in it 

Speed: I'm not coming over to use itll 

Svenne Banan: Imao at the immediate turnaround 

Dr. Dave: He literally got up to grab his swim trunks then threw them back in his luggage lol 
Dr. Dave: you should see his face. He's so upset. 

Little Drummer Boy: It's even got lights! 
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Speed: Management will hear about this tomorrow. 


Sylvain had found the LED lights on the hot tub and set them to blue. 
"The most calming color," he explained. 


‘Mmhmm," Bastian said. He began to strip, and Sylvain sat on the edge of the tub watching him with a 


lecherous grin. "Well, don't just stand there. You get undressed, too." 


They spent no time relaxing in the bath. Pretty quickly, Sylvain had Bastian desperately clinging to the edge 
of the tub as he got into his lap and rode him hard. Water sloshed around them, threatening to drip out onto 
the floor, but neither man cared as they were deep in the throes of ecstasy. Bastian scraped a hand over 
Sylvain's slick back, causing the silver-haired man to emit a delicious moan. He gripped the young Dane's 
shoulders as he bounced on his cock. Bastian tried not to slip under the water, but it was getting harder as his 
body became more languid with delight. Sylvain yelled curse after joyous curse, his words echoing off the tile 
walls. This was their own little world, and they didn't care about anything else but their own pleasures. 


Bastian's orgasm ripped out of him in hard, jerking waves. He sat up, shouting as he gripped his boyfriend 
to him and rode it out, thrusting deeply within him. Sylvain moaned happily at being filled. When Bastian got 
some semblance of his bones back, he found Sylvain's cock under the water and began pumping it. They kissed 
deeply and desperately until Sylvain, too, poured over the edge. 


They gently rocked against one another, riding out their quivering aftershocks. Sylvain ribbled contentedly 


along Bastian's neck and collarbore. 
"Love you," Bastian murmured, head buzzing with happiness. 


"I think we should talk tonight," was Sylvain's perplexing response. 


Later, the two sat across from each other on opposite beds. Sylvain wouldn't make eye contact, just picked 


at the callouses on his fingertips. Bastian waited patiently, quietly, for his love to speak. 
Finally, Sylvain took a deep breath and began to talk. 


"| lied when | said | was okay with what happened in Amsterdam," he said. That lone sentence made Bastian's 
stomach immediately twist in knots. "I consented to what we did. At least, what little of it | can remember." He 
laughed uncomfortably. "It's not that | think you or Santeri took advantage of me or anything. We were all 
very..fucked up." 


‘Oh my God, Sylvain, l'm so fucking sorry," Bastian inserted, placing his hand over his mouth. Sylvain was 


hurt by what they'd done. He'd never be able to forgive himself. 


‘Its okay," Sylvain said weakly. "I'm not upset with you or Santeri. I'm upset at myself because | went along 
with it. It made me realize that | have this habit of just agreeing to do things | don't want to do to please the 


person | am in love with." 
Bastian waited for him to go on, aching to hold him and apologize until he was blue in the face. 


"| realized that its sort of harmful to myself and my self-worth. With Esa, we'd have sex any time he 


wanted, even if | wasn't in the mood. | didn't want him to stop liking me if | told him no ---" 
“That's---" 


| know thats ridiculous, but it's just how my mind worked. Even with my ex-wife, she'd wanted to bring a 
third into the bedroom, another man. And | really did not want to do it, but | was afraid she'd cheat on me if | 
didn't agree to it. She ended up cheating anyway, but," Sylvain huffed a sad laugh at that, and Bastian felt sick 
to his stomach, not having known much about his lover's former marriage other than it had ended badly. 
"Anyway, | realized that | haven't changed when | woke up next to you and Santeri the other day. | need to 


work on myself if I'm going to be the best | can for you - or for someone else in the future." 
That last part took Bastian by surprise. 


"Someone else?" he repeated, confused. 


Sylvain looked apologetic. "Well, you know, in case you decide you don't want to be with me anymore 


because | need to take the time to work on things." 
"What? I'd never - | don't want to leave you!" 


"You're young," Sylvain said. "You shouldn't have to wait around for an old man like me to get my shit 


together. After all, at my age, | should have it together!" 

"Sylvain --" 

"You have your whole life ahead of you," the guitarist went on, looking down at the floor. "You should be 
with someone who wants marriage - or a woman who can give you children, or at least someone who lives in 
the same country as you ---" 

"Sylvain, hold on," Bastian interrupted, his head spinning. "Stop a second, please.” 

Sylvain quieted, going back to picking at his callouses. 

"You know | love you, right?" Bastian asked, 

The Frenchman nodded silently. 

"Why do you think I'd want someone else?" 


"Because - because you deserve someone who isn't broken" 


Bastian's eyes widened, and he finally got up, joining Sylvain on the other bed and squeezing him into his 


arms. 
"Sylvain, you're not broken Why are you talking like this?" 
Sylvain was stiff in the drummer's embrace. 
"You're so young," the man said softly, sadly. 
"l'm an adult, just like you," Bastian said, brushing fingertips through his silver hair. 


"You deserve someone who will marry you," he went on, sounding mournful. "You've told me before you 


want to get married so badly." 


"| don't want to marry anyone else," Bastian said. "I want to spend the rest of my life with you" 


"How can you know that?" Sylvain finally looked at him, eyes wet and full of whatever hurt he'd been 


carrying from years and years of insecurities. "How can anyone know that?’ 
ying from y dy f ties. "H yone know that?" 


"Sylvain, please, don't sabotage this because of your past relationships," Bastian tried, but immediately 
regretted the words he'd chosen. Sylvain flew out of his arms and stood, looking at him with pain in his eyes. 


"Sabotage? I'm not trying to sabotage shif, Bastian! | just said | needed time to work on myself - and that if 


you wanted to move on, then I'd accept it" 
Bastian stood, too, shaking. 


"Please," he said, reaching out a hand to touch his lover's shoulder. "I don't understand why this is 
happening." 


"I told you," Sylvain said. "I explained the best | could” 


"Why are you acting like we're breaking up?" Bastian asked. "I can wait for you to figure this out. | can try 
to help, even. | want to support you." 


Sylvain shook his head. 
"| have to know there's no outside motivations. | have to do this on my own." 


"Do | get any say in this?" Bastian asked, feeling his world start to crumble. Panic was settling in. He tried 
to steady his breathing. 


The Frenchman's expression softened. 
"If you want to wait for me while | fix myself,” Sylvain said, "then that's your choice.” 
Bastian realized he'd been digging his nails into his palms when they started to hurt. 


| want you to want me to wait for you," Bastian said shakily. "You're acting like you couldn't care less if | 


did!" 
Hurt flashed across brown eyes again, and Sylvain shook his head and looked away. 
‘I'm going to go see if Bjorn will switch rooms," he said softly. 


Bastian watched, stunned, his heart breaking apart, as the love of his life picked up his backpack, kicked on 
his shoes, and exited the hotel room without another word. 


He didn't know how long he'd been sitting on the edge of the bed with his head in his hands when he heard 
the hotel room door open again. He looked up desperately, hoping Sylvain had come back. 


Instead, he was greeted with Bjorn's tall, tattooed figure striding in with his bags. 


"Hey," the singer said brightly, setting his luggage on the bed where Sylvain's things had just been. "As 
much as | wanted to use your fancy bathtub, you two didn't have to break up just so | could” 


Bastian didn't reply, just put his head back in his hands. 


"Bad joke. Okay," Bjorn said, sighing. He put his hand on Bastian's shoulder, rubbing it firmly. "Things with 


Sylvain usually work themselves out. Give him his space and he'll come back to you." 
"We've never fought before," Bastian said quietly. 
"Really?" Bjorn asked. "Not once?" 
"No, nothing... nothing like this." 
"Does it have to do with the drinking?" 
Bastian shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe it's why he was drinking. I'm not sure." 


"Wait, you guys didn't actually break up, did you? | was just joking! | figured you'd had an argument and 
needed space." Bjorn sat next to him on the bed. Bastian found his weight and presence comforting. 


| don't know - | think... | think we may have," Bastian said. "He said he needed to work some stuff out and 
needed time. | told him we didn't need to break up for that, but.. Shit, Bjorn, | don't know what I'm going to do." 


They chatted a little more, Bastian filling Bjorn in on their argument. Bjorn did his best to try and quell 
Bastian's anxieties and sadness. Once the lights went out, and Bastian was trying to fall asleep to the sound of 
Born's quiet breathing, all he could think about was the look in Sylvain's eyes. There was so much pain there, 
and Sylvain wouldn't let him in to try and make it better. Instead, Bastian was being punished when all he'd ever 


done was love Sylvain. 


He didn't sleep much that night. 


Vingt-deux 


Author's Notes: 
Soilwork posted a new promo shot today and | cried actual tears, | was so happy. Anyway, here's another 


chapter. Apparently | like to fuck with Bastian's head. :) 


The next morning, the pain cut deep. Bastian had managed to sleep a little bit, at least, because when he 
opened bleary eyes, sunlight was coming through the window blinds. Knowing it was useless, he slid his hand 
behind himself across the bed sheets, hoping against hope to feel Sylvain's sleeping form next to him. He was 
greeted with nothing but cool, wrinkle-free bedding. He blinked hard, a lump forming in his throat as his ears 
tuned into Bjorn's soft snoring. 


He sat up, grabbing his phone, desperate to see a text from Sylvain. He only had a good morning text from 
his father and a message from Jan, a silly meme the Finn had sent him a few minutes before he woke up. He 
sent back a laughing emoji and put his glasses on his face, focusing on the room around him. Everything looked 


gray and clinical to him Today. 


Usually he would brew complimentary coffee for himself and Sylvain, he always looked forward to the 
Frenchman's silly commentary on the blandness of hotel coffee. Bjorn wasn't much of a coffee person, so 
Bastian slipped out of bed and walked over to the coffee machine to heat up some water for tea. After he 
readied tea for the singer, he brewed himself a cup of medium roast coffee and went into the bathroom to 


prepare himself for the day. 


He glanced sadly at the hot tub and the used towels strewn over it. If he'd known what was going to 
happen afterwards, he would have spent a much longer time making love to Sylvain in that bath. He would've 
kissed every inch of his body, made it so Sylvain was shaking with pleasure, made it so Sylvain wouldn't even 


have a thought in his beautiful head about leaving. 
He brushed his teeth. 


Sylvain's birthday was next week, the last night of the tour. He'd been wracking his brain on what the hell 
to get the man for nearly a month. He wasn't good at gifts like Sylvain was. He still wanted to get him 
something, even if they were currently on a break. Whatever that meant. But what could he get him? Could he 
possibly win back Sylvain with a gift? It was at least worth a try. 


Valentine's Day was also next week, two days before Sylvain's birthday. Bastian had figured he'd order the 
man roses or something and treat him to a nice dinner. But now he had a feeling that was off the table. Would 
Sylvain be pissed if Bastian did anything for him for the holiday? Would he still expect something, despite them 


having... 


Bastian combed his hair, then glanced at his phone again hoping for a text. Nothing. 

Maybe he'd ask Bjorn if the singer thought he should still get something for Sylvain for Valentine's Day. 

When he boarded the bus that morning, Sylvain was already in his bunk Unable to focus on anything other 
than the guitarist, Bastian slipped into his own bed and pulled up his phone to send the man a text. 

Bastian: Good mornin- 

He sighed and deleted that. 

Bastian: Can we talk? 

He deleted that one, too. 

Bastian: | love you 

His throat tightened up as he deleted that as well. Finally, he decided on something most eloquent: 

Bastian: Hey. 

He hit ‘send and opened up Instagram to start scrolling. After about thirty minutes of mindless social 
media, Bastian crawled out of his bunk and threw himself onto a couch in the front lounge next to Bjorn. He 
and David were playing a first person shooter game on one of the TVs. Esa was seated at the booth on his 
laptop while Oppu and Tomi nursed coffees across from him, chatting in quiet Finnish. 

Bastian opened his phone again, hoping Sylvain would have texted him in the ten seconds since he'd last 
checked. Swallowing the lump in his throat that hadn't gone away since that morning, he began texting his 
sister to let her know what had happened. 

She was heartbroken for him. She had been excited for Sylvain to attend her wedding a few weeks after 
their tour ended. She offered her brother as much support as she could, promising him things would work out. 
Maybe Sylvain already regretted their breakup and would be willing to talk things over. She said Bastian should 
just wait it out, respect Sylvain's decision, and be available when the man wanted to talk. 


He asked her opinion on getting Sylvain gifts. 


"For Valentine's Day, maybe not," she told him. "For his birthday, absolutely. You're still friends, aren't you?" 


Hours later at the venue was the first time he saw Sylvain since the man had walked out last night. 


Bastian offered a smile, but the Frenchman just looked away and began picking at the food they had backstage. 
Some of the other guys were back there, so Bastian couldn't talk to the man even if he knew what the hell to 


say. 


Frustrated, Bastian walked out and went to go find David. His presence always calmed Bastian; maybe it was 


that he never felt judged by the man, or that he felt they could talk about anything together. 


The doctor was outside smoking with Sven. Bastian approached them, pulling his hoodie a little tighter 
around his shoulders to fend off the cold. 


"Hey," the drummer greeted, leaning against the side of the building. 
"Hej, snygging" David greeted back, sending him a gentle smile. Sven gave him a halfhearted wave, busy on 
his phone. "Bjorn told me you and Sylvain had a fight. Sylvain didn't really say much to me when they switched 


rooms last night." 


"He broke up with me because he's upset with what we did in Amsterdam," Bastian said. "I don't know what 


to do to fix it." 
"Was he jealous of Santeri?" 


Bastian frowned. "I'm.not sure? | don't even know what he'd be jealous of, because | don't actually know 


what the three of us did together after a certain point." 


"Anyone could deduce what you three did," Sven smirked. Bastian blushed, feeling like an embarrassed 
teenager suddenly under the eyes of his two older bandmates. 


"Not helpful, Karlsson," David told him, taking one more long drag of his cigarette before dropping it on the 
ground and crushing it under his boot. 


"Sorry," the keyboardist said. "Anyway, things will work out. Sylvain's obsessed with you. He won't be able 
to stay away for long.” 


Bastian snorted. "I'm coming to you next time | need reassurance on my relationships." 
"Happy to help," said Sven 
Being near Sylvain when the man barely acknowledged his existence sucked. How had they gone from madly 


in love less than 24 hours ago to this? Bastian slumped miserably on the couch in the green room next to 


Rasmus, desperately wanting to be home, in his bed, in Copenhagen. 


Instead, he was forced to listen to Sylvain and Bjorn's French lesson. The guitarist was desperately trying to 
teach Bjorn a particular phrase that apparently just translated to, "I would like more cheese on my pasta." 


Bjorn continued saying one word incorrectly on purpose to annoy his band mate. 


Finally, Sylvain gave up, and as Bjorn fell into a fit of giggles, said, "You will be stuck with plain pasta for the 
rest of your life!" 


Bastian smiled a bit at that, looking up. He caught Sylvain's gaze, and the Frenchman's grin fell slightly 
before he looked back at the singer and continued jokingly criticizing his French skills. Bastian's heart went back 


aching. 


The next few days passed in painful monotony. Sylvain was cordial with him but barely said more than a 
few sentences to him each day and never replied to his texts. Bastian found himself spending more time with 
Santeri to distract himself. They often got coffee or lunch together, which filled the void Sylvain left. The Finn 
became a close friend and confidant; Bastian felt bad for unloading all of his sadness and scrambled thoughts 
on the man, but he didn't seem to mind. It was sort of nice to have someone outside of the band to talk to, 


even if he wasn't that far removed from the situation itself. 


One afternoon, Bastian saw a very pained expression cross Sylvain's face as he came across the two of 
them together. Bastian and Santeri had decided to take a walk to a nearby bookstore. As they were coming 


back to the verue with their purchases, Sylvain had been walking in the opposite direction with Sven. 


Sven, Santeri, and Bastian had exchanged friendly greetings, but Sylvain cast his eyes downward and 
continued moving on, bumping Bastian's shoulder gently as he passed. The lump that Bastian had finally gotten 
to go away formed in his throat once more, and he bit his lip, swallowing hard, as he and Santeri continued 


back to the verue. He felt the sci-fi books he'd bought Sylvain burning a hole in the bag. He hoped the man 


would accept them on his birthday, even if he and Bastian were no longer together. 
Santeri could sense Bastian's anxiety and hurt as they neared the venue. 


"Do you maybe want to find somewhere to grab coffee?" he asked gently. "I know things are hard right 
now with Sylvain. It might be good to be away from everything for a litte longer.” 


"Yeah," Bastian said shakily. "That sounds nice." 


They found a Starbucks a few blocks away and ordered their coffees before finding a corner table at 
which to sit. Bastian had already begun rattling off about Sylvain again, probably repeating the same things 
he'd told the keyboardist several times over the last few days. 


"He was going to be my date to my sister's wedding," Bastian mourned, clutching his cup of coffee tightly. 
It was a bit too hot to hold, but he didn't care. "| had a week off to go surprise him in France afterward. | was 
going to get on the plane with him when | took him to the airport - it was a whole thing | had planned out. And 


now l'm just going to be at home being miserable instead." 


"Why don't you come to Finland, then?" Santeri said. 

Bastian looked up in surprise, his heart aching. "What?" 

"You said you had a week off. Come stay with me in Helsinki.’ 

"| - | don't know about that, Sande," Bastian replied. "I appreciate the invitation, but if Sylvain found out --" 

"You two are separated right now, correct?" Santeri asked. 

"Well - yes, but..." Bastian stammered. 

"l'm not going to make a move on you if you come to Finland," Santeri said. "I just think it would be a good 
decision for you. We could go hiking. Spend time in nature. Eat lots of pizza. Help distract you while Sylvain gets 
his shit together. It would be better than you moping around back at home, texting him every minute." 

Bastian felt his throat tightening up as he got emotional. He swallowed hard, realizing that Santeri really 
cared for him. He had become such a good friend over the duration of this tour, even if he was partially the 
reason that he and Sylvain were currently broken up. While he knew Sylvain might not be happy if he went to 
Finland, he found himself really wanting to go. 

"IIl think about it," the drummer said, though the urge to say yes sat right in his throat. He took a sip of 
his coffee and smiled slightly. Automatically, in the lull of conversation, he reached for his phone to check for 
any word from Sylvain. Santeri cleared his throat at him, so Bastian set his phone back down on the table 


sheepishly. 


"Seriously," Santeri said, "think about it.” 


"| see you and Santeri are best friends now." 


Bastian dropped the keycard he'd been holding in surprise at how close Sylvain's voice was. He turned 
around, standing in front of the hotel room door he'd been about to enter. Sylvain had his backpack over his 
shoulder and stood there, waiting expectantly. Bastian stooped down and snatched up the card, blushing 
furiously, and opened the door. 


"Friends. Nothing more," Bastian said firmly, walking inside. He held open the door and the Frenchman 


followed him in. "Are you rooming with me tonight?" 


"Why? Is that a problem?" Sylvain said. 


"Why would it be a problem?" Bastian asked, setting down his bag and turning to face his band mate. "We're 
still friends, Sylvain" 


"Friends like you and Santeri?" 


He wasn't sure what emotion was swimming in Sylvain's big brown eyes, but there was a lot of it there. 


Hurt, jealousy maybe? But the younger man didn't have much time to contemplate that. 
Sylvain threw down his backpack and surged forward, pulling Bastian into a desperate kiss. 


Maybe it wasn't hurt or jealousy. Maybe the look in Sylvain's eyes had been arousal. Surely, Bastian would 
be very familiar with that look by now. 


The drummer stumbled back, his calves bumping into the bed behind him. He threw his hands out to his 
sides to balance himself, then placed them on the man's slim waist. Sylvain broke away from his lips to start 


ribbling and sucking on his neck. 


Sylvain, wait!" he begged. The guitarist ran his hands down Bastian's chest, down his sides, cupped his ass, 


and pulled him forward. "Please, l'm so confused" 


"Don't talk," Sylvain said, pressing his lips roughly to the younger man’s. Bastian felt his body igniting despite 
the hurt and confusion. He allowed himself to be kissed, touched, ravished. He gripped Sylvain to him, squeezing 
his waist. The Frenchman made soft little noises in the back of his throat as they kissed. 


The younger one didn't know what to do with these mixed signals. Sylvain had broken things off, said he 
needed time - and now he was palming Bastian's cock through the front of his pants. 


Sylvain stepped back suddenly and unzipped his jeans, pulling out his cock and giving it a few tugs. 
"Suck my dick, Bastian," he breathed, flicking up darkened eyes to meet Bastian's. 


The drummer nodded and fell to his knees in a daze, immediately closing his full lips around the man's cock 
and placing his hands on Sylvain's thighs. He nearly purred when Sylvain put his fingers in his hair. Maybe 
Sylvain wanted to get back together and this was his strange way of showing it? Bastian would give head so 


good that it'd make him never want to leave him again. 


Still, he felt his eyes welling up with moisture as he pleasured his love. He blinked past it and focused on 
Sylvain's taste, smell. It hadn't been long at all, but God, had Bastian missed the man's musk, his light cologne, 
the scent of his pine body wash mixed with his sweat. Even when he wasn't freshly bathed, he always smelled 


gentle, he always made Bastian's mouth water. 


He caressed the head of Sylvain's cock with his tongue, letting the precum sit towards the back of his 
throat. He moaned contentedly, and Sylvain moaned, too. He bobbed his head and swirled his tongue around the 


silky hard flesh until he felt the Frenchman's thighs start to shake. 


"Cumming," Sylvain grunted, and Bastian felt his load shoot out into the back of his throat, hot and thick. 
The Frenchman gripped Bastian's hair tightly as he emptied every last drop. Bastian accepted it gratefully, up 
until then, he had been worried he'd never have the opportunity to taste him again. 


The young Dane sat back and looked up, meeting Sylvain's gaze as he licked his lips. The Frenchman smiled 
slightly at him, almost embarrassed, and looked away. 


‘lm going to take a shower," he said, yanking up his jeans and walking around Bastian, leaving him there on 


his knees. 


Bastian knelt there for a minute, both aroused and perplexed, listening as the shower started. Then, he 
stood on shaky legs and sat on the edge of one of the beds. He grabbed a tissue from the nightstand, unzipped 
his jeans, and quickly jerked himself off to the fresh memory of what had just happened. He came hard into 
the tissue, crumpled it up, and tossed it in the bin, before getting up and getting his shower stuff ready. 


His head was spinning with so many thoughts. Were he and Sylvain back together? Would they sleep in the 


same bed tonight? Would Bastian get to wake up once more with his love nestled in his arms? 

The first sign that none of that was likely to happen was Sylvain exiting the bathroom clothed in his boxer 
briefs and t-shirt. They'd shared hotel room beds naked since their relationship had started. Not tonight, 
apparently. 

“Shower's all yours," he said quietly, climbing into one of the beds and picking up his phone. 

Bastian stared at him. He looked so sweet, so inviting, so soft and gentle. The drummer wanted for nothing 
more than to crawl into bed beside him and hold him close. Sylvain flicked his eyes up at him before going back 
to his phone. 

"Are we not going to talk about what just happened?" Bastian asked helplessly. 

"No," Sylvain said simply, staring at his phone. 

The drummer tensed up, annoyed, grabbed his shower kit, and walked into the bathroom. 

When he came back out, Sylvain was already asleep, turned on his side. Bastian stood there for a while, 
contemplating which bed to get into. He ached so badly to sleep next to Sylvain again, to press up against his 
warm body and breathe in his scent. What was the worst that could happen? Sylvain could simply tell him to 


fuck off, and then he'd go into the other bed. 


So he climbed in bed next to Sylvain. He turned out the light and wrapped an arm tightly around the man's 


waist. He was certain he felt the guitarist wiggle closer to him, and in his mind, he made the right decision 


He pressed a kiss to the back of Sylvain's neck. 


‘| love you," he whispered, and forced away all the thoughts and questions he had in order to let sleep take 


him. 


Vingt- Trois 


Author's Notes: 
Bastian makes some questionable decisions in this chapter for sure, but he's under emotional distress, so it's 


excusable, yeah? 


Bastian woke the next morning with a smile on his face, the first time in several days where he hadn't felt 
hopeless. His heart soared upon spotting the silver curls as he opened his eyes. Sylvain was there. Sylvain 


hadn't left. 


He kissed the back of his neck, nuzzled his nose into his shoulder. Sylvain stirred awake with a soft noise 


and turned around in Bastian's arms so that he could face him. 


"Good morning," Bastian greeted him, kissing him on the forehead. When Sylvain didn't reject him, he moved 
his mouth to his lips, kissing him tenderly. The man's pink lips parted, allowing Bastian to swipe his tongue inside. 
Sylvain emitted a luxurious moan and shifted forward. Bastian could feel he was rock hard through his 
underwear. He slipped his hand down, testing the waters, and placed it low on Sylvain's hip. The Frenchman 
pressed forward again, so Bastian dropped his hand to the front of his boxer-briefs. They were damp with 


precum. 
Bastian lit up with need, stroking Sylvain's cock through the thin fabric. The older man hummed happily and 
thrust forward into the drummer's hand. Bastian shivered with excitement as Sylvain began to pant into his 


mouth. 


He dipped his hand inside Sylvain's underwear and grasped his cock fully, the flesh hot and thick in his hand. 
Sylvain moaned in delight as Bastian jerked him off. 


| want to fuck you," he said. Bastian's cock throbbed. 

"Okay," Bastian replied, his heart somersaulting. 

"Get on your stomach," the Frenchman directed. 

Oh Sylvain wanted to top? They hadn't done that in a while. 

Bastian rolled over slowly, and Sylvain moved to straddle him, pulling his underwear down just below the 


hump of his ass. The Frenchman also lifted Bastian's shirt up and ran his hands along his back. Bastian sighed 
contentedly, enjoying being touched by the man who knew his body so well 


Sylvain prepped him with only some spit and a couple of fingers. Bastian felt weird about that considering 
Sylvain had to know they had lube handy in his luggage. But he didn't want to stop what was happening, 
because perhaps if he did, Sylvain might realize he no longer wanted him. Bastian didn't want to give him the 
opportunity to overthink this. If spur of the moment sex was all Bastian was going to get, he was sure as hell 
going to take it. 


Sylvain was gentle, loving. Bastian relaxed beneath his lover, enjoying the way his cock rubbed against the 
soft sheets with each thrust from the older man. Sylvain leaned down to kiss his shoulders before laying flush 
against him. Bastian moaned happily, and the guitarist picked up the pace. 


This position was nice. Sylvain wrapped his arms around Bastian's collar and tucked his face against his neck. 
He hooked his feet around Bastian's ankles and pushed Bastian's legs together tightly. Bastian's eyes rolled in 
the back of his head. Now, Sylvain's cock felt so thick as it moved in and out of him. And it was just brushing 
against that sweet spot, barely bumping his prostate, but fuck if it wasn't just enough. 


Bastian rutted into the mattress, murmuring little words of pleasure. Sylvain bit his shoulder, and Bastian's 
murmurs turned into incoherent Danish. The man above him began thrusting harder, deeper, and Bastian's cock 


started leaking. He felt his balls tightening; he was so fucking close. Just a few more thrusts and he'd be there. 


He felt it start in his toes. The tingling sensation bloomed outward, and he cried out ecstatically as his ass 


convulsed around Sylvain's cock. 

"Fuck, mon ange," Sylvain moaned, "Cest trop bon." 

The term of endearment made Bastian's orgasm hit even harder. He soaked the bedding beneath him as 
wave after wave of pleasure surged through his entire being. Sylvain continued to fuck him, hitting him where 
he needed it, making it feel electric. 


He started coming down, but Sylvain didn't stop for a single beat, and he rose back up into a hastier high. 


He yelled out in surprise, his cock shooting again. It was almost too much. He quivered beneath the 


Frenchman, hanging desperately to the feeling. Could it happen a third time? Surely his body wasn't capable. 
"Cumming," Sylvain announced. 
Bastian dangled over the edge and fell, one more orgasm rippling through him as Sylvain finished inside of 
him. He humped the wet sheet beneath him, soaking it further with what little bit of cum he had left. He 
twitched with aftershocks. Sylvain pulled out and rolled onto his back beside him. 


Bastian tilted his head to the side to look at his lover. Sylvain was panting, recovering. He cracked open one 
brown eye, then the other, and managed a sated smile. 


"Sorry," he said breathlessly. 


"Sorry?" Bastian repeated. "You made me cum three times!" 

"What, really?" Sylvain asked, eyes widening. 

"Yeah," Bastian said. "I've never... | didn't know | was capable of that." 
"Wow," Sylvain said, amazed. 


"Wow" is right," Bastian sighed. He flipped onto his side and threw an arm around the older man. "I fucking 


love you." 
Sylvain sucked in a breath and Bastian knew he'd made a mistake. 
‘I'm sorry - | guess - | can't say that to you now, can |?" the drummer said feebly. 
Sylvain sat up and Bastian dropped his arm back onto the bed. 


"I'm so sorry, Bastian," he said. "| missed you so much - | missed your body and the way you make me 


feel." 
Bastian felt his heart sinking. How could he go from such an incredible high to whatever the fuck this was? 


| shouldn't have taken advantage of you. | didn't think any of this through. I'm sorry." He put his face in 


his hands. "I'm so sorry.” 


‘Its okay," Bastian said, sitting up as well and reaching out to touch the man's arms. "I missed you so 
much. l'm just happy to be with you again" 


Sylvain shook his head. 
"No, Bastian," he said. "No, | fucked up. I'm still falling into old patterns. We're not...” 


"We're still on a break," Bastian said, realization nailing him like an icepick to the heart. "I know thats what 
you're trying to say." 


‘lm so sorry.” 
Something inside Bastian's brain broke. 


"You're going to go back to treating me like I'm barely human, aren't you? You know what? Thats fine. | 


don't care." 


Bastian shot out of the bed, straightening his shirt and yanking up his underwear, not caring that he reeked 
of sex and was covered in his and Sylvain's fluids. He went straight to his luggage, tugged on a pair of jeans, 
grabbed his shoes without even putting them on, and left the room, blindly upset. He heard Sylvain call after 
him, but he ignored it. 

He'd never felt so pathetic, so used. He felt like a naive child. 


He struggled to put his shoes on in the hallway, tears clouding his vision, as the pain of losing Sylvain once 
more crashed over him as hard as it did the first time. 


"You okay?" 
Great He could've ran into literally anybody and it had to be hm 


He looked up, blinking back the tears, his face reddening in embarrassment as Esa approached him, concern 


painting his handsome features. 

"lim fine," Bastian muttered, managing to shove one shoe on and throwing his luggage onto the ground. 

"You don't look fine," the tall Finn said. 

"Don't act like you care," Bastian said, taken with emotion, unable to stop himself despite knowing he was 
overreacting and taking out his current feelings on the wrong mon. "Its probably your dream come true that 
Sylvain and | broke up. Now you - you can have him to yourself again!" 

"Well, first of all," Esa said, raising his eyebrows, "that's news to me. I'm very sorry to hear that." 

"Yeah, right," Bastian said, finally getting on his other shoe and straightening up. He watched, annoyed, as 
the Finn picked up his bag for him and handed it over. He shouldered the bag and started heading down the 
hallway. Esa walked with him. 

"Do you want to talk about it?" Esa asked. 


"Not with you," Bastian said. 


"Fair enough," the older man said. "Listen, | don't know what happened between you two - and it is none of 


my business --" 
"Sure isn't," Bastian interjected. 
Esa went on, ignoring him, "But in the years I've known Sylvain, he's never seemed as happy as he is when 


he's with you. Take that as you will, but | think you two are - as the youths are saying these days - ‘end 


game." 


"Youths," Bastian repeated back, snorting. "Whatever." 


Not really sure what Esa's motives were anymore, Bastian continued on to the elevator, accompanied by 
the Finn. Inside the elevator, Esa spoke again. 


"Whatever it is that's happened between you, I'm certain you can mend it," he said. 

"| don't think you're one to give relationship advice, considering you've been cheating on your wife for years 
with God knows how many men and women," Bastian said coldly, plucking out his phone and seeing an apologetic 
text from Sylvain waiting for him. He deleted the notification. 


"Okay," Esa said. "A little harsh, but okay. I'll just shut my mouth, then" 


When the elevator got to the lobby, Bastian shoved past Esa and headed quickly outside to the bus, leaving 
the guitarist in his tracks. 


As he approached the bus, he saw Santeri stood outside of it, chatting with Jan, who looked very content 
with his mouthful of doughnut. 


"Oh, wait - Bastian," the Finn called to him as he went to step aboard. "Come here. | got you breakfast” 
Bastian wandered over to the Amorphis bandmates, hoping his face wasn't betraying his current emotions. 
"Happy Valentine's Day," Santeri grinned, extending a coffee and pastry bag to the Dane. 

"Valentine's Day?" Bastian repeated back to him. Fuck. "Its Valentine's Day already?" 

"Last | checked," Santeri said. 

"You shouldn't - you shouldn't have gotten me anything," Bastian said awkwardly. 


It's just food. Don't flatter yourself,” Santeri said. "I got doughnuts for everyone, not just you. Finns see 


Valentine's Day as more of a platonic-friends-appreciation day. We feel everyone deserves some love." 
Oh," Bastian said flatly. 


"| did specifically get you the Bavarian cream doughnut since | know it's your favorite," Santeri went on. 


"Two of them, actually. And you're the only one who | got coffee for. Everyone else's orders are too complex.’ 
"Well - thanks," Bastian said. "I'm sorry | didn't get you anything.’ 


Santeri shrugged. "It would be kind of weird if you had, wouldn't it?" 


Bastian opened the bag and looked inside. The sweet scent of chocolate hit his nose and his mouth began to 


water. 
"Hey," Santeri said, a little quieter, moving closer to him. "Something wrong? You look upset." 
Bastian shook his head. "Just stuff with Sylvain" 
"You want to text me about it?" 
The younger man shrugged. "I guess. Maybe." 
"Okay," Santeri said. "Whatever you're comfortable with." 


Bastian watched as Esa walked by and stepped onto the bus. The older man gave him a look he couldn't 
quite read as he passed. 


He looked back over at Santeri. 

"No special Valentine doughnut for Esa?" he asked. 

Santeri smiled wistfully. "He can have one of the ones out of the box." 

On the bus, Bastian slid into the booth across from Bjorn and David in the front lounge. David was double- 
fisting doughnuts, Bjorn had given the doctor his doughnut, because apparently his girlfriend had convinced him 
to try some new diet. 

Bastian had begun texting Santeri some of the details from last night and this morning, leaving out running 
into Esa in the hallway. Sylvain boarded the bus, plucked a doughnut out of the box sitting on the counter, and 
sat next to Bastian in the booth. The drummer didn't look up, but exited out of his text conversation with 
Santeri in case Sylvain decided to peek at his phone. 

Sylvain smelled good. It was distracting and, frankly, upsetting. Bastian's heart throbbed. 

He opened a new message to Sylvain. 

Bastian: You really have to sit there right now? 


He watched out of his peripheral as Sylvain opened the message and read it. 


The Frenchman cleared his throat, slipped back out of the booth, and sat on one of the couches, next to 


their stage tech. David muttered something in Swedish to Bjorn. 


"Three shows left," the singer said, to no one in particular. "Can't believe it's almost over already." 


Bastian tried to pass time by sleeping in his bunk, but his skin was covered in Sylvain He was hyper aware 
of the smell of Sylvain's saliva on his neck, his cologne on his shirt. He was laced in the man's scent and 
couldn't avoid it as desperately as he desired to. It used to bring him comfort. Now it just reminded him of the 
way Sylvain had used him for sex. Because that's what he'd done, wasn't it? Used him, because he knew 
Bastian would be willing. 


He busied himself with texting Santeri and his sister until they arrived at the venue. 


They were in France. Their show tonight was in Paris, then they had another one the next day in Toulouse. 
Sylvain had a few friends and family members coming out from the eastern part of the country. He'd be busy. 
That was fine with Bastian. It wasn't like he wanted to meet the man's friends, anyway. It wasn't like it had 
been something they'd talked about, something Sylvain had been excited for, for weeks. 


They had meet and greets for about an hour. Sylvain decided it was necessary to stand next to him, with 
his hand on his back, for all of the photos. Bastian couldn't figure out why Sylvain thought that was okay. None 
of this was okay. 


As soon as it was over, he made himself scarce to the guitarist. He wanted to be around David, absorb 
the man's calming presence, but he was with Rasmus by the venue's bar, chatting with some friends. His next 
option was Santeri, but the man was nowhere to be found; neither was Esa, not that Bastian had much desire 


to see him. He wasn't surprised that the two of them were missing at the same time, though. 

Finally, he settled for warming up earlier than normal. Unfortunately, as he sat at his drum pad backstage, 
he realized Tomi Joutsen, his lone companion, was literally having a panic attack beside him in the room. The 
singer's eyes were bugged out of his head and he was rocking back and forth, clutching his phone with a 
white-knuckle grip. Figuring repetitive blastbeats probably wouldn't help ease Tomi's situation, Bastian got up 
and settled on the couch next to the Finn and placed an arm around him, rubbing his back comfortingly. 

He pulled his phone out to text Santeri. 

Bastian: Your singer's freaking out. l'm with him, but | just thought you should know. 


"Thanks for sitting with me," Tomi said shakily. "I'm sorry. l'm just.. sorry. | hope lim not keeping you from 


anything.” 


"Don't apologize," Bastian said. "I'm here. Do you need anything?" 


Tomi shook his head. "Just for this feeling in my chest to go away." 


A few minutes later, Esa and Santeri walked into the greenroom. They both looked disheveled, like they'd 
gotten dressed in a rush. Bastian tried not to think about that; it brought back certain images that he didn't 


need dancing around in his brain at the moment. 


Esa sat on Tomi's other side, dumping a pill onto his hand from a bottle and extending it to Tomi. The 
smaller Finn took it and swallowed it. 


He said something in Finnish, then added, "Too many people. It's too crowded." 

"IFs just us," Santeri said gently. 

"I'll leave," Bastian volunteered, getting up out of the couch. "Feel better, Tomi." 

As he passed, Santeri reached out and brushed his hand across his waist. 

"Thanks, Bastian," he said. The drummer nodded and looked down, leaving the room. 

There was nowhere to go. No place where Bastian could simply be alone. He normally was used to this, 


accepted the omnipresence of his band mates and crew, but all he wanted was to just sit somewhere, alone, 
for just a few goddamned minutes. 


He wandered into the restroom. His shoes stuck on the sticky ground as he found the first stall available 
that had both a lock and a door. He locked himself in and sat on the toilet, putting his head in his hands. 


He felt homesick. Sylvain had been his cure for that up until now, Sylvain had been his home while he was 
on the road. And sure, he'd be home in Denmark in three more days, but his heart still hurt. He longed to be 


with his family more than anything. Or alone, in his bed, where he could sleep properly. At least in his dreams, 
he could pretend things were okay. 


He decided to call his father, just to hear his voice. Mr. Thusgaard calmed him down significantly, sensing 


his son was anxious and upset. By the end of their conversation, Bastian had mellowed back out and was ready 
To go on stage and play. 


Bastian didn't really have the intention of partying much that evening, but after his performance high wore 
down, he found himself at a bit of a low. Bus call wasn't until 2:00am, so he sat at the venue bar with Sven 
and a small group of fans who kept buying them shots. 


His vision got fuzzier and his head got cloudier as the night went on. Each sip made the thoughts of Sylvain 
shrink He had a very strong, pleasant buzz going by last call. He and Sven stumbled out of the venue after 


they were kicked out, and he crawled into his bunk for the evening. 


When he opened his eyes again, the bus had already arrived in Toulouse. Bastian groaned, his head feeling 
like it was split in two. He grasped his phone to check the time and realized he'd slept for ten hours straight. 
He needed water and Tylenol. 

He put on his glasses and squinted at his phone. He had several unread texts waiting for him. The first was 
from his father, wishing him well. There were also messages from his sister, Santeri, and..Esa? His stomach 
turned as he vaguely recalled getting up to some unsavory things in his bunk last night. Fuck. He'd really done 
that, hadn't he? 

He opened the texts from his sister first. 

Bastian: Img onna txt Esa 

Amalie: Isn't that Sylvain's ex? You probably shouldn't do that. 

Bastian: w hoopsie 

Bastian: im got the 

Amalie: are you drunk? 

Amalie: Bastian? Don't text Esal! 

Shit. He opened the text from Santeri next, but it was just an invitation to join him for lunch he'd sent 
hours ago - too late to respond now. He squeezed his eyes shut, mentally cursing himself as he prepared to 
look at his exchange with Esa the previous night. He'd sent Esa texts, pictures, videos, from the privacy of his 
bunk. And the Amorphis guitarist had sent plenty in return, leaving absolutely nothing to Bastian's imagination 

Bastian: hejj 

Bastian: Image,jpg 

Yup, that was a photo of Bastian's cock. A little blurry, but it definitely got the point across. 

Esa: wrong number? Or.. is that meant for me? 


Bastian: for youuu ;) mr s exy holopainenll! 


Bastian: Image,jpg 


A slightly blurrier photo of his cock, with his hand wrapped around it. Classic. 

Esa: wow. 

Esa: Videomp4 

Esa: wish you could come to my bunk. Fuck. 

Esa: | would love to see that pretty cock in person 

Bastian: mmmmm yES Daddy ;))) 

Esa: Daddy hmm? 

Esa: you like daddy's cock? 

Bastian: Video.mp4 

Bastian: yes!!! its sO BIG 

Esa: Imagejpg 

Esa: Suck my big cock? 

Bastian: yes pleas 

Bastian: Video.mp4 

Esa: fuck yes. Cum all over yourself for me 

Esa: Videomp4 

Esa: thought you werent interested in me. Feel free to send pics and video any time 
Esa: you're so fucking hot 

Bastian felt sick to his stomach after scanning over the conversation. If Sylvain ever found out about this... 


He scrolled back up to one of the photos Esa had sent him of his cock No wonder Sylvain hadn't been able to 
get enough of him when they were together; he was huge. 


Bastian exhaled shakily, then deleted the entire conversation from his phone. He slipped out of his bunk. As 
he straightened up, he noticed a red envelope fall into the aisle. It was addressed to him; it must have been in 
his bunk and fallen out when he got up. 


He picked it up and turned it over in his hands. It was Sylvain's writing. On the front of the envelope, he 
had hastily scribbled, "| wrote this when we were still together." Bastian's heart caught in his throat when he 
pulled out a Valentine's Day card. It was a typical card, something Sylvain had probably picked up at a 
pharmacy on the road - flowers and hearts and pretty metallic red script. When Bastian opened it, he saw the 
inside was filled completely with writing. 


Mon Ange, 


Happy Valentine's Day, my love. | cannot wait fo spend this day with you, and for you to meet my family and 
friends in Paris. | really hope you enjoy all the activities | have planned for us today! | wish we had the day off so 
we could do more. Bastian, from the day that | met you, | fell in love. Your smile captured my whole heart. | 
never thought | would be so lucky that you would return my feelings - and that we would be together today! You 
bring out the best in me. You make me want to be a better man just so | can keep you happy. Thank you for 
these amazing months you've given me and your endless patience. | didn’t think it was possible fo have a love this 
sweet and endless. | smile each day | get to wake up in your arms. My love for you grows all the time, even when 
were a thousand kilometers apart Im excited for our future adventures together. Je Fame beaucoup mon ciel 
étoilé. 


Love, 


Your Silver Fox 


Bastiar's eyes had welled up as he read the wall of text. He put the card back in the envelope with shaking 
fingers, grabbed his backpack out of his bunk, and jammed the card in the front pocket before exiting the bus. 


Vingt Quatre 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry that this took literally an entire month to put up but hey enjoy all the drama in this one. :) This is a big 
chonker of a chapter so hopefully that makes up for the wait. 


"Why did you give me this?" Bastian said angrily, shoving the red envelope into Sylvain's chest. The man had 
been sitting in the greenroom of the venue next to Rasmus, warming up on his guitar. David, Bjorn, and Sven 
were chatting nearby but fell silent upon hearing Bastian's tone of voice. 

Sylvain looked like a deer in headlights as he reached up to take the card. 

"Because everything in it is true," he said quietly. 

"Then why aren't we together?" Bastian asked, throwing his hands out to his sides in frustration He felt 
the eyes of all of his band mates on him, but he didn't care. "Why are you - why are you fucking with me like 
this?" 


"Can we go talk in private?" Sylvain suggested, glancing around the room uncomfortably. 


‘I'd love to," Bastian said, turning on his heel and promptly leaving the room. 


Sylvain met him a minute later in the men's room. Bastian folded his arms and looked at him expectantly. 

"I'm sorry," he said immediately, turning the Valentine card around in his hands. 

"Okay," Bastian said. "So - why did you do it? What purpose did you have for making me read that?" 

"| suppose it wasn't the best idea," Sylvain said, "but | felt so shitty for not telling you | love you when you 
told me you loved me yesterday morning. | hoped the card would make up for it. | haven't stopped loving you 
one bit, Bastian. It was killing me all day yesterday, knowing I'd hurt you. And you wouldn't even look at me. 
That's why this is so hard." 


Bastian pursed his lips. 


"This is stupid! All you're doing is punishing us both by keeping us apart," he said, frustrated. 


"| want to be better for you, Bastian," Sylvain insisted. "| become only a fraction of myself when I'm in a 


relationship - a shell of who | am. | want to be me, fully. 

"| just don't understand" the Dane said. "tm sorry." 

Sylvain combed his fingers through his hair and looked away. He took a deep breath 

"Ive struggled with this my whole life," he said. "Not feeling good enough - being not enough, being too 
much, trying to mold myself into the image my lover wants me to be. km 45 years old, Bastian It's time | get 


this shit sorted out." 


"But you recognize these behaviors," Bastian told him. "Why can't you just stop as it's happening? Why do 


you have to push me away?" 


‘lm trying," Sylvain insisted. "But | clearly need some help, because it's not working. | felt like such a fucking 
pig when | made you have sex with me like that. | didn't even feel like myself - it was like | was on some power 


trip just to pretend | was in control of you. | hated how | felt afterward. Like | took advantage of your love." 
Bastian nodded, jaw tensing. He felt vulnerable all over again, felt as though Sylvain perceived him as being 

naive and stupid. He had been a more-than-willing participant when they'd had sex. He wasn't some dumb, 

innocent kid who didn't know what he was doing. Bastian flared with anger, but pushed it back down quickly. 
"Okay. So who's going to help you if you don't want it from me?" 


Sylvain went quiet for a moment, looking uncomfortable. 


‘lm embarrassed to say," he told him, "but I've found a therapist back home who | am going to start 
seeing after the tour." 


"You shouldn't be embarrassed about that," Bastian said, softening. Sylvain was actually taking this 
seriously. He truly planned to put in the effort to better himself and wasn't just trying to push Bastian away 
in some weird attempt to let him down easy. At least, that's what it seemed like. "You shouldn't be 


embarrassed to tell me anything, ever, Sylvain. | love you. I'd never judge you." 
"I know - | just - I'm so sorry, Bastian," Sylvain said. 


Bastian stepped forward, cautiously extending his arms. Sylvain threw himself into the hug, squeezing the 
young Dane tightly. 


‘| love you so much," he gasped, burying his face in the drummer's neck. Bastian's heart swelled upon 


hearing those words. 


‘| love you, too," Bastian said. "Whatever you need to do so that we can be together - I'll support it. Even - 


even if you need to take time away from me, as much as that hurts." 


"Thank you," Sylvain said They held each other for a while, the inner urge to kiss him growing stronger in 
Bastian with every passing second. Unfortunately, as he got the courage to do it, the bathroom door swung 


open and one of their crew walked in, giving them an apologetic glance for interrupting. 
"Might as well get to warming up," Bastian sighed, breaking free of the older man's grasp. 


"Please, keep this," Sylvain said, pressing the card into Bastian's hand. The drummer took it. "| mean it, 


every word in there is true. | - | really mean it." 


Bastian was feeling a little better about things after their talk. He was more confident that Sylvain would 
soon come back to him. His heart still ached that they weren't together, but at least he wasn't feeling 
hopeless and confused. Sylvain actually spoke to him normally, and things sort of felt like they had back before 


they had ever gotten in a relationship: comfortable. 


Still, he was worried about the tour ending tomorrow. He didn't want things between himself and Sylvain to 
remain unresolved while they'd be home in their respective countries, a thousand kilometers away from one 
another. He knew they could still talk on the phone, they could text every day, but it wouldn't be the same. He 
desperately hoped Sylvain wouldn't get weird and cut him off. 


Nothing would be the same until Sylvain wanted to get back together. Bastian could only hope that he 


eventually would. 


"Hey." 


Bastian jumped in surprise as Esa slipped into the bathroom right behind him and locked the door. A few of 
the band and crew had gone out to a nearby bar after the show that evening. Bastian was still feeling good 
about things with Sylvain, and with the tour about to end, the drummer wanted to spend as much time with 
his friends as possible. They'd been at this bar for about an hour before the urge to relieve himself grew 


strong and he left to go find the bathroom. Apparently, Esa had been right behind him. 


Bastian barely registered the other man's presence before the Finn's hands were on his cheeks and he was 
swooping in for a kiss. The pressure of Esa's lips on his ignited Bastian with desire, though he had already been 
a little horny from the alcohol. It was no secret that Bastian was attracted to Esa, but the Dane could name 
about a hundred reasons why this couldn't - and wouldnt - happen. He backed up, pressing the older man's 


hands away. 


"Um, | have to pee," Bastian told him, blushing. 


"Go ahead," Esa said, leaning casually against the door and grinning, brushing his silky hair back from his 


face. "We can resume when you're done." 

God. He was full of himself, wasn't he? 

"Esa..." 

"lIl close my eyes if you'd prefer," Esa smirked. "Though, it's nothing | haven't seen before." 

Bastian cursed to himself in Danish before stepping in front of the toilet, unzipping his pants, and pissing. 
Right in front of Esa Holopainen. He had to go, after all, and he had a feeling Esa wasn't going to be easy to get 
rid of without some convincing. 

Bastian was conflicted. On one hand, he was drunk and Esa was hot. 

On the other hand, he could never forgive himself if he went behind Sylvain's back with his ex. Sure, he and 
Sylvain weren't together - possibly might not get back together - but Sylvain was still one of his best friends. 
And morally, Bastian couldn't betray Sylvain in such a way. 

No matter how hot Esa was. 

No matter how good his kisses felt. 

After Bastian finished relieving himself and washing his hands, the man was back on him. Esa latched his 
lips to his neck and ran his hands down his back, settling just above his ass and tugging him close. His body felt 
rice. Muscular, strong, and he was tall. So tall. Fuck. 


"No," Bastian said. But he said it pretty quietly. 


"No?" Esa asked, nibbling at his ear. Bastian clenched his fingers on the back of the guitarists soft black t- 
shirt. Fuck, he smelled good. 


"We can't," the drummer said, but he moaned softly and tilted his head to connect his lips to Esa's again 
anyway. The older man nearly purred before slipping his tongue into Bastians mouth. Bastian indulged a little bit 


further - a few seconds too long, if he was honest with himself. 


This was hurting Sylvain, even if the Frenchman would never know. And it felt wrong to kiss anyone that 


wasn't him. Especially Esa, a man who had deeply hurt Sylvain in the past. 
"Okay," he breathed, finally pressing Esa away. "We really cant." 


"But you want to," Esa replied. He pressed against the young man, pushing forward his hips. Bastian could 
feel the large bulge in his pants, and he blinked a few times, trying to clear his head. 


"No, | don't," Bastian told him. 

"You wanted to last night. | have the proof on my phone,” he smiled and chuckled softly. 
"| was drunk," Bastian said. 

"You tease," Esa said, leaning back in to kiss the Dane, but Bastian tilted his head away. 
"Stop, Esa" 


"We could have been having fun this whole tour," Esa lamented, "and you waited until last night to tell me 
you wanted me." 


‘Sorry, Esa," Bastian said. "l'm just not interested” 

"You're serious?" Esa said. "That's..disappointing.” 

He dropped his hands from Bastian's waist and stepped back, folding his tattooed arms across his chest. 

"Sorry," Bastian repeated, feeling a bit sheepish, and even a little reluctant to let go of this opportunity. But 
there was something else looming in his mind that he was particularly worried about. "Just... please don't tell 


Sylvain about those texts, yeah?" 


A surprised look crossed Esa's handsome features, and Bastian looked away, too embarrassed to maintain 


eye contact. 


"I'm the one who's sorry," the Finn said, sounding hurt. "Your opinion of me is lower than | thought. You 


actually think I'd share your texts with Sylvain?" 
"Just - just promise me you wor't:" Bastian said desperately 
Esa ran a hand through his silky hair and sighed 
"Sure. You've my word," the guitarist told him, "if that has any meaning to you whatsoever" 
With that, the man promptly exited the bathroom, leaving Bastian standing there feeling like an idiot and 


wondering why this shit kept happening to him. 


The final day of the tour had arrived. Bastian woke in his bunk in another city - this time, it was Barcelona. 


He relaxed in bed for a while, playing a few mobile games and checking social media. He knew today was 


Sylvain's birthday. It was all he'd been thinking about since last night - when and how he would give Sylvain his 


presents. 
He didn't even have anything fancy to present them in, the books he'd bought were still in the plastic 
merchant bag, which he'd stuffed at the end of his bunk. He'd never bought a card - never written any sort 


of long-winded letter. But maybe that was for the best. Sylvain had a lot going on in that brain of his - 
Bastian didn't want to complicate things. 


It was a brisk day, but being in Spain was nicer than winter back in Denmark, where Bastian would be 
returning tomorrow. The guys were let off at a quiet beach in the early afternoon and given a pitcher of 
sangria to enjoy amongst themselves. 


Bastian walked alongside Sylvain along the Mediterranean's edge. 


"This feels romantic," he said, smiling and bumping his arm against Sylvain's as they walked. "Especially with 


the rest of the guys walking right behind us." 
"Yeah," Sylvain said absently, studying his cup of wine. 


"You know," Bastian tried, "I wish you'd consider still coming with me to Amalie's wedding in the spring. At 
least as my friend" 


‘I'm sorry," Sylvain said. "| know you really wanted me to come with you as your boyfriend and meet the 


rest of your family. But don't you think that's a bad idea?" 
Bastian shrugged, trying to hide his disappointment. 
"| guess. l.. | don't know." He could tell Sylvain was uncomfortable, so he changed the subject. 


"I heard we were going to go out for your birthday tonight," he said. "Some dance club where Bjorn knows 


one of the owners. It should be quite the party." 
Sylvain granted him a quick smile before taking a sip of his drink 
"Yeah. Suppose | should take advantage of partying while I'm still young enough to do so." He chuckled. 


"| got you a present," Bastian added tentatively. "It's nothing big. But I'd like to give it to you sometime 
Today, if that's alright" 


"Okay," Sylvain said, "sure." 


The rest of the day went too quickly. Backstage at the venue, the guys presented Sylvain with a big 
birthday cake: chocolate, of course. They sang to him - David managed to do an entire song in French, while 


Sylvain had the biggest grin plastered on his face. 


After that, they had a meet and greet, followed by the show. The crowd reception that night was 
phenomenal, and Bastian was still buzzing off that high as he hurriedly changed out of his stage clothes 
afterward. Knowing he'd be going out that night, he put on his nicest pair of jeans and his cleanest smelling 
shirt (they hadn't been able to do laundry in about a week and a half). 


He wanted to catch Amorphis's set that evening, so he stood side stage, managing to get there about a 


quarter of the way into the band's set. 


It was nice to watch a group of musicians who had been performing with one another for nearly thirty 
years. They were locked in, in such a way that young bands could only hope to achieve. Esa and Santeri often 
improvised their parts, adding different colors to songs they'd played thousands of times. Tomi's voice was 
mighty. Though he was small, he commanded the stage easily. Bastian watched them all with a smile, enjoying 
the performance, but his eyes kept migrating back to a certain keyboard player. 


Santeri's biceps flexed as he moved his fingers effortlessly along the keys. He played intentionally, every 
note having its purpose, not a single phrase out of place. Bastian supposed Santeri had been playing the 
keyboard longer than he'd been alive, so it only made sense that it almost seemed to be an extension of the 
Finn's body. He danced just ever-so-slightly to touch a toe to one of his pedals, but Bastian caught the sway 
of his hips and the gracefulness of his legs. 


Occasionally, his blonde hair would fall forward and obscure his face. Every time he would smooth the hair 


back behind his ears, Bastian recalled the softness of it against his fingers. 

Santeri looked over his way at one point, caught him staring, and sent him a huge smile. 

And a wink 

Bastian blushed deep red and smiled back, waving at his friend. He wished he had more of a recollection of 
the events the night they were in Amsterdam. How far had they taken things together? How far had Santeri 
gone with Sylvain? What did Sylvain recall from the night that had affected him so deeply? 

The drummer remembered flashes of skin and heat; luxurious kisses and too many hands on his body. But 
the rest was all a blur, and that pained him. He wanted to know what Sylvain looked like, bent in half beneath 


the Finnish man. He wanted to remember what Santeri's face looked like in the thralls of ecstasy. 


Though, the facial expressions he made while playing keyboard seemed to come pretty close. 


These thoughts were making him hot and bothered, and he wasn't trying to pop a boner during Amorphis's 
set, so he tore his eyes away from Santeri in favor of watching Esa 


That wasn't really a good idea, either, because from his standpoint, he had a perfect view of the guitarists 
firm ass in his tight jeans. For about five minutes, he watched Esa move around his side of the stage, flipping 
around that long, silky hair, before deciding he ought to just call it a night and go see if his band mates were 


getting ready to head to the club. He didn't need the thoughts of what could've happened between himself and 
Esa in that bathroom last right hanging over his head. 


Back in the greenroom, Bjorn and David were playing some sort of Spanish board game they'd found tucked 
away in a cabinet. Sven was chatting with Rasmus, and Sylvain was in front of the mirror, guiding one last 


silver curl into place from his forehead. 


The urge to walk up behind Sylvain, wrap his arms around him, and bury his face into his neck so that he 
could breathe him in deeply was strong. Bastian instead occupied his hands by fingering the bottom of his shirt 
as he approached and leaned against the wall beside Sylvain. 


The Frenchman looked good, not that that was out of the ordinary. Every hair was perfect, his beard was 
trimmed, his leather jacket was zipped halfway up. He wore a v-neck shirt, exposing his pale collarbone. Bastian 
wanted to place his lips there and taste, the way he used to. 


He wore his tightest jeans, the ones that hugged his ass and ankles perfectly, and he had on his black 
boots, the fancy Italian-made leather ones he loved so much. Truly, it wasn’t an outfit that Bastian hadn't seen 
before, but coupled with the extra strong cologne - had Sylvain put on more than normal? - the drummer 


wouldve guessed Sylvain was trying to get lucky tonight. 
"You look good," Bastian told him quietly. 
Sylvain looked over at him and smiled, causing the younger man's breath to catch. 


This handsome man should be his. And yet, for some reason, he wanted to stay just out of Bastian's reach, 
for such painfully stupid reasons. That familiar, hard lump formed back in Bastian's throat, and he suddenly 


wanted to run away and cry like a baby. 


He needed Sylvain back. 


Bjorn's friend had arranged for a couple vans to come to the venue to pick up the group of metal 
Northern Europeans. One of the drivers offered the men some colorful pills, but David vehemently rejected 
them on behalf of everybody. It wouldn't be the smartest idea to trip that night, considering they had to be 
up early for their flights the next morning, anyway. And clearly, the events of Amsterdam were still fresh in 
the doctor's - and everybody else's - mind. 


The men were all pretty rowdy already as they exited the vans and entered the club. Bastian lost sight of 
Sylvain quickly. To be fair, he'd gotten distracted because Santeri had placed his hand on his lower back as they 
were walking through the door. He looked over at the blonde and felt warmth rush to his cheeks as the older 


man smiled at him. 


The club was bustling; it looked just like a nightclub from the movies. Flashing lights, bass thumping, EDM 
music blaring, and bodies moving. Bastian joked over the music to Santeri that there were more people here at 


this club than had been at their show. 


The owner had a private room reserved for their group. There were several bottles of champagne sitting 
on ice that were theirs to enjoy. David and Bjorn slid into one of the booths, taking a bottle for themselves. 


Jan, and Oppu joined them, eager to relax and enjoy a few drinks rather than get on the dance floor. 


Sven and Rasmus had disappeared into the throngs of dancing bodies, desiring to meet some beautiful 
Spanish women that evening. Bastian hadn't seen where Esa went - and still hadn't spotted Sylvain. He felt slight 
unease at that, but pushed those thoughts away. 


He had about six drinks within the first hour. A strong buzz was going, and Bastian couldn't help but 
reflect on this tour. As excited as he was to get back home to Copenhagen for a few weeks, he was going to 
miss these guys. He'd especially miss Santeri, as he didn't know the next time when Soilwork would be playing 
another show with Amorphis. 


He felt a brief flood of homesickness hit him, and he realized that it wasn't for Denmark; it was for 
Santeri. A swell of anxiety rose within him as he realized it might be a very long time before he'd see him 
again after tonight. He tried not to think too deeply about what that meant, other than that Santeri had 
become a really good friend. He wasn't exactly capable of thinking too deeply at the moment, anyway, 
thankfully. 


As he downed the rest of his drink, Santeri offered to buy his next one. Bastian set his empty glass on the 
table and stood a bit too quickly, but the keyboardist caught him as he swayed. 


"Perhaps a water this time," Santeri suggested. 

"No," Bastian said, waving his hand. "I'm fine. More vodka!" 

"Okay," Santeri chuckled, "more vodka, then" 

As the two of them approached the bar, Bastian finally spotted Sylvain, who had been elusive up until then 


He looked very comfortable in his seat, with several empty glasses in front of him, as though he'd been there 
this whole time. 


But a pit formed in Bastian's stomach when he saw a large hand was on the Frenchman's thigh. That hand 


was connected to an arm adorned with familiar tattoos. 
Esa. 


He stopped in his tracks, gripping Santeri's wrist and digging his nails into his flesh as he watched Esa lean 
in to say something into Sylvain's ear. The Frenchman was grinning widely, clearly pleased with whatever was 


being told to him. He nodded and laughed, and Esa laughed as well. 
"Why is he touching my boyfriend?" he asked. 
"What?" Santeri said, genuinely not hearing him over the music. 


"Why is he touching my fucking boyfriend?" Bastian repeated, much louder. "Why is Esa touching my fucking 
boyfriend? Why is he fouching him?" 


"Whoa, Bastian, calm down," Santeri said, spotting the two men ahead of them, who were happily engaged in 
their private little conversation, oblivious to the young man who was currently losing his shit a few meters 
away. The keyboardist thought fast, and as Bastian lurched forward to confront them, he restrained him with 


a powerful grasp. "No, don't." 


"Why is he touching my boyfriend?" he repeated, his voice growing more desperate and shrill as he looked 
at Santeri for answers. "Why is Esa touching him?" 


"Hey, hey, shh, let's go outside for a moment and talk, okay?" Santeri said, pulling Bastian back against him. 
Bastian knew he stood no chance against Santeri's strength, but he still struggled slightly, glaring back at the 
two men sitting at the bar. 


Esa must've felt his death stare, because the older man glanced over and made direct eye contact with 


him. He looked briefly surprised, but then he smiled. 

He fucking smiled Bastian felt his heart drop. 

Sylvain looked over, too, to see what Esa was looking at, but the grin that had been on his face fell 
immediately. He quickly pushed Esa's hand off his thigh, but it was too late. The guilt on his face spoke 
volumes. 

"| want to leave," Bastian told Santeri. "Now." 


"Bastian--" 


"Fine. I'll go by myself." 


Bastian tore out of Santeri's grasp and headed for the door, loading up a lift service on his phone. What 
was the name of the venue they'd played that evening? How the hell was he going to get back to the bus? 
Shit. 

His hands shook as he made it outside and leaned against the side of the building. He shivered as the chilly 
evening air attached itself to his skin, and he realized he'd left his jacket inside. For fuck'’s sake. He'd have to 
remember to text Bjorn to grab it for him. 


Santeri appeared next to him, a concerned grimace on his face. 


"Bastian," he said, gently touching his shoulder, "Come back inside. It's the last night of the tour. Lets just 


have fun" 
Bastian shook his head. 
"No. How come Esa gets to touch Sylvain like that? It's not fair--" 


"Come on, he was only touching his leg," Santeri said. "We don't know what they were talking about. Esa 


always gets a little handsy when he's drunk. l'm sure it was innocent" 
Bastian bristled. "You know their history better than | do, Sande." 
"Bastian!" 


The drummer nearly dropped his phone at the sound of Sylvain's voice. The drunk Frenchman appeared, 


stumbling through a small crowd of clubbers to get to the younger man. 

"Mon amour, come back inside," Sylvain begged when he reached them. His cheeks were flushed and his 
eyes were unsteady as he tried to meet Bastian's gaze. "Esa and | were just talking - we weren't doing 
anything, | promise.” 

"He's hurt," Santeri tried, "if you could just give him a moment to sober up and think--" 


"Va te faire foutre," Sylvain told him. "Nobody asked you." 


"Sylvain!" Bastian snapped, knowing what that meant from the little French Sylvain had taught him. "Come 


on!" 


"Vitun lutka" Santeri grumbled, waving his hand, and pushing off the wall he'd been leaning against. "You two 
have fun, then" 


As the blonde headed back into the club, Sylvain gave Bastian a wide-eyed look. 


"What the fuck did he call me?" he asked, perturbed 
"| don't know," Bastian shrugged. "I don't speak Finnish." 


Sylvain faltered, opening his mouth like he wanted to say something - and then quickly turned away to 


spew all over the sidewalk. 


"Fuck, Sylvain!" Bastian exclaimed, jumping back to avoid any of the splashback. Tentatively, he reached a 
hand out and rubbed the man's back. "You okay?" 


The bouncer outside the club walked over, shouting in Spanish at them and waving his hands wildly. 


"Sorry - sorry," Bastian apologized, grabbing Sylvain by the wrist and tugging at him to move, despite him 


still being doubled-over. "We were just leaving. We've got a car coming!" 


In the back of the Uber, Bastian sat with Sylvain laying across his lap, gripping onto his shirt. He stroked 
his silver hair absently, watching the lights of the city pass by from the dark cab. Quiet Spanish music played 
on the driver's radio. Maybe Bastian was just drunk, but this all felt very surreal to him. 


"Marry me," Sylvain slurred against his stomach. 
Bastian laughed awkwardly. "What?" 


"Marry me," Sylvain repeated, a little louder, rolling over slightly to look up at the young Dane. "I want to 


get married to you.” 
"You're drunk" 


"I do not care," the Frenchman said, trying to look Bastian in the eye despite his condition "I want to marry 
you. Right now!" 


Sylvain, you've told me before that you're not interested in getting married again,’ Bastian told him firmly. 
"Now lets just focus on getting back to the bus without getting sick again, okay?" 


Despite his heart beating a little faster and his desperate desire to join Sylvain's fantasy where everything 
was rainbows and gay butterflies and they could get married and everything would be alright again - Bastian 
forced the thoughts from his head. Sylvain didn't really want this. He was sloppy-drunk and not in any sort of 
right-mindedress. On top of that, they were in the back of an Uber somewhere in Barcelona at one in the 


morning; this was hardly a romantic proposal. 


"| love you sooooo much, mon ange," Sylvain said loudly, swaying as Bastian guided him onto the bus later, 


grateful he hadn't thrown up in the car. "| want to spend the rest of my life with you! And beyond that!" 


"Yeah," the drummer said sadly, "okay, Sylvain" 


He helped Sylvain into his bunk, then pulled out his phone to text Bjorn and let him know they'd made it 
back to the bus. He plucked the bag that contained Sylvain's books out from the corner of his bunk and shoved 
it into the Frenchman's luggage for him to see when he got home the next day. He changed out of his jeans 
and climbed into his bunk, hoping to get at least a few hours of sleep before they'd arrive at the airport. 


Vingt-Cing 


Author's Notes: 
In this chapter, we're reminded that Bastian is indeed bi and not just a slut for all dicks. Also, you all know the 


Horny in me requires Bastian going to Finland sooooo you can look forward to that in the next chapters. 


Also, take a shot every time Bastian gets drunk and doesn't remember what happened the next day :) 


A month had passed since the tour ended. Bastian hadn't heard a single word from Sylvain. He'd texted 


Bjorn a few times, asking for him to check in on the Frenchman - to at least make sure he was still alive. 


Bjorn assured him multiple times that Sylvain was indeed still breathing, and that he should just be patient, 
and eventually the man would reach out to him. He felt awful putting Bjorn in the middle of this and tried to 
stop bothering the Swede after a while. 


Bastian felt as though he was being punished for doing wrong, but all he'd done was try to love Sylvain to 
the best of his ability. Being completely cut off from the man hurt, but the hurt dissipated a little more each 
day. Bastian was slowly coming to terms with the fact that it might actually be over. Then again, he wasn't 
sure how he'd react the next time he saw Sylvain for their summer show rehearsals. Would all the emotions 


come flooding back at once? 


He got swept up in last minute wedding plans with Amalie. That, along with giving private lessons and gigging 
with his other bands, kept his mind preoccupied. He chatted with Santeri almost every evening on the phone. 
They'd talk about their daily lives, new music they'd discovered, and places they wanted to travel. Sometimes, 
Santeri would suggest a movie that they could both sit down and watch while remaining on the phone together, 


it was almost as if they were watching next to each other. This was good, because Santeri always picked 
horror movies, and Bastian didn't do well watching those sorts of films by himself. 


While out shopping downtown with his sister one day, Amalie convinced him that he ought to take that trip 
to Helsinki. 


Its better than you moping about around here. It'll be good for you. Besides, you've mentioned how much 
you miss that Santeri guy a dozen times just this afternoon" 


Bastian blushed at that. 


"Is obvious you like him," she went on as they exited a specialty shop and ventured out into the cold. 
"Maybe he'll help you get over Sylvain" 


‘lm not interested in dating him," Bastian said. "He's just a really good friend” 
Amalie rolled her eyes. "A really good friend that you think is hot?" 


Bastian ignored her. "Besides, I'm not trying to get over Sylvain. l'm - I'm waiting to hear from him, to see 


when he wants to get back together." 


"Well," Amalie said, "in the meantime, while you're single, Marisol needs a date to the wedding. Didn't you 


have a crush on her back in grade school?" 

He blushed again, remembering the beautiful redhead his sister spoke of. He hadn't seen his sister's best 
friend in a few years, but last he had, she'd grown into a stunning woman. He was surprised she wasn't spoken 
for. 

"l-I guess | could--" 

"Perfect," Amalie said. "I'll let her know." 

Bastian was feeling particularly vulnerable on a right that Santeri was unreachable. The Finn had a gig with 
one of his other bands at some bar in Vantaa or something, but he'd assured Bastian they'd talk afterward. 

Bastian had been organizing his travel bag when he came across the card Sylvain had written him. He sat 
on the bed and read it over and over, wondering where the hell things had gone wrong. He began going stir 
crazy, feeling claustrophobic in his own apartment. He paced his bedroom, reading the card again, then sat 
down on his bed to text Sylvain. 

Bastian: Call me? 

Five minutes passed with no response. 

Bastian: Please. 

Nothing. Bastian wasn't exactly sure what he planned to say if Sylvain did decide to call him. He sighed and 
laid down, staring hard at his phone. Taking a deep breath, he tapped the "call" button and waited, his heart 
beating fast. 


It went straight to voicemail. 


He sighed and hung up. 


For a few minutes, he stared up at the ceiling, feeling pathetic. He'd been doing so well at giving Sylvain 
whatever space he'd needed, but he'd always had someone to distract him - his sister, his students, Santeri - 


but now that he was alone, he was wallowing in his feelings and missing the man so desperately. 


He stared at the lockscreen on his phone: it was the photo his mother had taken of him, Sylvain, Amalie, 
and her fiancee in front of the fireplace when Sylvain had come to Denmark to visit. It was hard to believe 
now that had been only a few months ago. Bastian had never been happier than he'd been waking up in his own 
bed and having Sylvain next to him. He glanced mournfully to his side, trying to conjure an image of Sylvain 


there, resting his head on that pillow and watching him with so much love in his eyes. 


He went through some of his photos from the last year, wishing he'd taken more of himself with Sylvain. 
He paused on some of the more intimate photos, including one he'd taken right before they'd had sex. He was 
seated in Sylvain's lap, aiming his phone down at the naked Frenchman, and the desire in Sylvain's dark eyes was 


palpable to Bastian even now. He winced and squeezed his eyes shut. 


He looked at the photo again and slipped an errant hand down to palm over the fabric of his boxer-briefs. 
A sigh escaped his lips as he began to rub himself to full hardness. He took a moment to scroll way back into 
his photos to find some of the videos Sylvain had sent him of himself jerking off. He found one of the ones 
from when they'd first sent dirty messages to one another on the bus during the North American tour. 
Surprised but grateful he still had it, Bastian played it over and over, watching Sylvain spill himself over his 
hand and listening to the shaky breathing in the recording. Fuck, that was perfect. He shut his eyes and 


imagined Sylvain was above him, breathing against his ear. 


He squeezed his cock tightly and dropped his head back onto his bed, bringing himself off all over his belly. 
As the glow of his orgasm faded, he started to feel hopeless and lonely again. Wiping his hand off on his 
stomach, he closed out of the naughty video and opened his chat with Sylvain, sending one last desperate 


message. 


Bastian: | miss you. 


The next few weeks passed quickly. With no word from Sylvain, Bastian was starting to get frustrated. He 
deserved more than this. He didn't care what Sylvain was going through: if the man loved him like he said he 
did, he wouldn't have cut him off this way. Who ignores someone when they're in love with that person? It just 


didn't make sense. And it hurt. Bastian felt like a discarded toy. 


With just a week left before Amalie's wedding, Bastian pulled up his flight reservation online to France in 
order to cancel it. He'd been holding out hope that Sylvain would reach out to him, but at this point, it looked 
like he wouldn't be talking to him until the next Soilwork gig. He felt a pit in his stomach, upset that his 
romantic plan to fly out to Nancy with Sylvain and stay with him for a week had fallen through. 


He was given credit from the airline for another flight, and, curious, he looked to see what was available to 


Helsinki. Feeling neglected by Sylvain, he knew he could find comfort in the arms of a certain blonde Finn. Going 


to visit Santeri for a week had been sounding more and more tempting each day. He found himself in a 
spontaneous mood suddenly. 


Within a few minutes, he was sending Santeri a screenshot of his new flight booking. 

Bastian: Imagejpg 

Bastian: Hope it's still ok for me to come visit you? 

Santeri was, of course, very excited and told him he'd pick him up at the airport. Bastian texted his sister 
right after to let her know what he'd done. 

Amalie: Yes! So glad you're going to see your friend! 

Amalie: Okay, | booked you a waxing, 

Bastian: °°? 


Amalie: In three days. Same time as my appointment. I'll be ready for the wedding, and you'll be ready for 
Santeri ;) 


Bastian: Waxing? | don't think Santeri cares about my legs. 

Amalie: Not your legs, silly. Though l'm getting mine done as well 

Bastian: wait. 

Bastian: WAIT 

Bastian: No. 

Amalie: You can thank me when you come back from Finland in a couple of weeks. 

Bastian supposed he could've put up more of a fight against being forced to go get a Brazilian wax, but he 
did find himself morbidly curious. Normally, he kept things neat and trimmed down there, but he'd never gone 
fully bald. There was a first time for everything, after all, and Bastian prided himself in trying most things 
once - within reason. And now that he was going to see Santeri, well, if things went down a certain road, at 


least he'd get his money's worth out of the wox. 


When he left the appointment with his sister, both his pride and his balls were very sore. 


Finally, the day of the wedding had arrived. The ceremony was at a small church while the reception was in 
the room of a mansion on the water in Copenhagen. A fresh dusting of snow had coated the ground, leaving 
the vista outside the venue a beautiful, pure landscape. It was an intimate affair, and Bastian was trying his 
damnedest to live in the moment and not desperately check his phone every few minutes for another text 


from Sylvai n. 


He'd taken a selfie earlier in his suit. He knew he looked good, so he sent it to Sylvain, not actually expecting 


a reply. However, he got one within minutes and nearly dropped his phone when he saw Sylvain's name light up. 
Bastian: Image,jpg 
Bastian: wish you were with me today 
Sylvain: You look incredible, mon ange. 
Sylvain: Give your sister and her groom my best wishes. 


Bastian, well aware that he was a little drunk and a little too much, responded by sending Sylvain a barrage 
of texts telling him how much he missed him and asking him how he was. The Frenchman didn't reply. 


Trying not to let that spoil the evening, Bastian turned his attentions to his beautiful date, who had seemed 
a bit disappointed that he'd had his nose in his phone for so long. He tucked his phone away into his pocket and 
chatted with her for the remainder of the evening, though the older silver-haired man remained in the front 


of his mind, distracting him. 


Marisol convinced him to join her for a waltz. Bastian wasn't much of a dancer but followed her lead. She 
giggled as he stumbled along after her, correcting him as they went along. He felt old childhood feelings 
resurface as he saw her face light up in a glowing smile. He'd had the biggest crush on her in grade school, 
always doing anything he could to insert himself into whatever activities she and his sister would do when she 
came to visit. He hadn't really thought about her much in years, having had a few serious girlfriends since 


then. 


Mrs. Thusgaard seemed thrilled that Bastian was entertaining a woman this evening - particularly one that 
was around his age. While she liked Sylvain, it was obvious she liked Marisol better. And in her foresight, 
Marisol and Bastian could give her beautiful grandchildren, while Sylvain could not. Not to mention, Sylvain was 


much older. In a respectful manner, she reminded Bastian of this a few times throughout the night. 


Annoyed by this and by Sylvain not replying to him, Bastian drank more throughout the evening. After the 
reception ended, some of the guests decided to meet up at a bar to continue the party. Bastian and Marisol 


went along, but the drummer didn't remember much after that. 


He stirred awake the next morning in his apartment, not sure how he'd gotten back there. He woke from a 
delicious dream involving kissing plush pink lips that tasted like vanilla and stroking his fingers through silky red 
hair. He could still feel soft, buttery smooth skin beneath his fingertips as though the memory ingrained itself 
onto his hands. His head throbbed a little as he shifted in his bed. He realized he was still in his dress shirt, 
now wrinkled, but the rest of his clothes were somewhere else. He tilted his head to see if there was someone 
laying next to him, but there wasn't. However, the soft aroma of perfume lingered on his shirt and bed sheets, 
so he knew he had taken Marisol home with him. 


Or she had taken him home out of pity. 


He slowly sat up and looked around for his phone. Finding it under his pillow, he opened it and saw he'd 
gotten another message from Sylvain. He felt his heart beating in his ears as he immediately opened it. 


Sylvain: I'll be ready to talk to you soon. | promise. 

He scrolled up in the conversation and saw he'd sent about a dozen indecipherable drunk texts to the man 
They appeared to be professions of love and desire and frustration, if one could look past the typos and 
random ellipses. He grimaced. He saw he'd sent some weird strung-together sentences to Santeri as well, but 
the Finn had just replied, "lol. Go to sleep, Bastian." 

He heard stirring in the bathroom, and looked up to see Marisol walking back into his bedroom. She was 
fixing up her satiny blue dress and looked surprised to see he was up. He was just as surprised to see she 
was still here. 

"Oh!" she said, placing her hand over her chest. "You were out cold. | was just leaving." 

"IFs okay," Bastian said awkwardly. "You don't have to rush." 

"My ride's actually waiting. | was just grabbing my purse and coat, and then | was going to leave." 

"Okay," Bastian replied, blushing. "Um, it was nice spending time with you, Mari.” 

She smiled, but she looked tired She'd let down her beautiful red hair and her makeup was smeared 
slightly, but she still looked incredible. Had they had sex last night? Was Bastian so unlucky that he wouldn't 
even be able to remember it? 

As she knelt down to pick up her bag that she'd left by the doorway, he hurried and spoke up. 


"Mari, did we..?" 


She seemed amused. 


"Well, we almost did," she said, shouldering her purse and brushing a hand through her hair. "You had your 
face in my breasts, which was cute, but then you started crying about some French guy, so | just held you 
until you fell asleep." 

"Oh," Bastian said, placing his head in his hands in shame, "my God." 

She laughed, and her little chuckle was unassuming and sweet. Bastian was mortified 


"Take care of yourself, Bastian," she said, "and good luck with that Sylvain guy." 


"Thanks," Bastian managed, and watched her leave. 


Vingt-Six 


Author's Notes: 
| really enjoyed writing more about Sande so | hope you guys like it :) Even if Bastian is away from his 


soulmate... or could he have two soulmates? 


Finland 


It felt surreal to be touching down in Finland when it wasn't for a gig. Bastian's family had vacationed in 
Helsinki once, when he was a young boy, but he barely remembered that. Otherwise, he'd never been to the 
country just to visit. He tried not to think about his canceled trip to France as he disembarked the plane and 
texted Santeri to tell him he'd arrived. 


As he sat on a bench at the arrivals waiting for his friend to pick him up, he sent a text to Sylvain. He 
hadn't received a message from him since the wedding a few nights ago. 


Bastian: Hey. Hope you're well. How have you been? 


He didn't get a response. He didn't expect one, but it still hurt nonetheless. Sylvain had given him hope by 
replying to him a few days ago, but then that hope quickly evaporated when he went silent again. Bastian's 
heart ached as he reread the last message the Frenchman had sent him. 


Ml be ready to talk fo you soon | promise. 


As he climbed into the passenger's side of Sande's car a little later, he told himself he was going to make 
this trip about himself and his healing from his split from Sylvain He was going to have a good time. He was 
going to forget about his ex - no, he couldn't even bare to use that title. Sylvain wasn't his ex. Things were 
just on pause until the man worked things out. He felt that throbbing in his heart again and pushed it all down 
as he met Santeri's playful gaze. He realized how much he'd missed the Finn in the weeks they'd been apart. He 


felt immediately warm, comforted by the older man's presence. 


He'd thought long and hard about what direction he wanted this trip to go in. It was true that he was 
greatly attracted to Santeri, and with everything that had led up to this, he decided he was ready for more. 
He hadn't communicated any of this with Sande yet, because he wasn't sure how the Finn would react. He was 
scared Santeri might reject him - or that things would go too far too fast. He wasn't sure if he was ready 
for either of those outcomes. All he knew was that he wanted him, and if Sylvain was going to keep him 
waiting... 


"Hey, Bastian,” he said, a huge grin lighting up his pleasant features. "Its good to see you. How was your 
flight?" 


Instead of responding, Bastian smiled shyly and leaned in, cupping Santeri's cheek and placing a kiss upon his 
lips. Santeri tipped Bastian's chin towards him with his fingertips, and he kissed back firmly before letting the 
drummer sit back. Butterflies fluttered in Bastian's stomach. 


Santeri exhaled shakily, his blue eyes looking a litle wild. 


"Bastian," he said in a serious tone, "that's not what this is about - why | invited you here. It's no secret 
that l'm into you - | would never say no to that, but | couldn't live with it if | took advantage of you with 
everything that's happened ---" 


Bastian surged forward and kissed him again in order to quiet him. And because he realized that he really 
liked to kiss Santeri. It was sort of addicting, now that he was both sober and consenting. 


"Oh," Santeri said as they broke apart. "I just wanted - | wanted to make it clear that | had no intentions 
beyond friendship while you were out here, but..." He trailed off and drew his fingertips down Bastian's thigh. "If 


you want this..." 


Bastian chuckled awkwardly, blushing in spite of himself, and placed his hand over Santeri's, entwining their 
fingers together. 


| want to go with the flow and see what happens, without expectations," he said "ls that okay?" 
Santeri nodded, taking his hand back, and put his car into drive. 


"Well, let's go back to my place and go with the flow, then" 


About twenty minutes later, Santeri pulled into the driveway of a typically modest Northern European- 
style home that didn't stick out much from its neighbors. It was unassuming on the outside, a trendy navy 
blue, though it looked homey. There were no decorations out front, but Bastian assumed that was due to the 
long winters. There had been more snowfall here than back in Denmark. Probably about seven centimeters of 


snow coated the lawn, despite it being the middle of April 


Santeri parked the car and the two got out. Bastian shouldered his backpack and followed the older man 


inside. 


"Welcome to my humble abode," Santeri said, gesturing at the living room as they kicked off their boots 
and set them on a tray by the door. "It's nothing crazy, as I'm a starving musician, but | think you'll find the 


guest quarters comfortable." 


Guest quarters Santeri really had the best intentions, didn't he? Bastian tried not to smile. 
He heard the tip-tapping of tiny feet before he saw the source of the noise. A small dog trotted into the 
room to meet them - some sort of Cocker Spaniel mix, Bastian would guess, though he didn't know much about 


dog breeds. 


"Ah, Taimi, my girl," Santeri greeted the dog warmly, crouching down to scratch her chin. "Did we disturb 


you from your afternoon nap?" 
"| didn't know you had a dog," Bastian said, surprised, and kneeling down to pat her on the head. 


"Well, she likes my mother more than me," Santeri explained, "since she stays with her when l'm out playing 


shows. But occasionally, she comes back to live with me for a few weeks at a time.” 
"She's beautiful," Bastian said, allowing Taimi to shove her wet nose into the palm of his hand and sniff. 


"She's a good girl," Santeri said, "Aren't you, Taimi? Perhaps we can take her for a walk later. She loves the 


forest." 

"That sounds really nice, actually," Bastian said earnestly. 

They stood up straight. 

"Right. Let me show you where you'll sleep - and then we can tour the rest of the house." 

Bastian grinned to himself. He had every intention of sleeping in Santeri's bed during this trip, not his own. 
He was sure the older man had to know that. But he followed the keyboardist anyway, despite an inner urge to 
kiss him again growing overwhelming. For some reason, he felt safe to explore his relationship with Santeri 
here, as though being in Finland put the rest of his life on hold - as though time had stopped to his advantage 
- as though Sylvain would never need to know. 

Taimi followed them down the hallway, her paws tapping along the hardwood floors as they walked. The 
first door on the right was the guest bedroom, and Santeri gestured for Bastian to walk in. It was nice and 
cozy. Some decorations from Santeri's travels dotted the pale blue walls; most of the furniture was a light 
pine, and everything was neatly placed, though it didn't feel meticulous. Bastian padded in and set his bag on the 
bed, which was adorned with a monochromatic blue quilt. 

"This is really nice," he complimented, turning to look at his host. The blonde grinned, pleased. 


"Thank you," he said. "| don't often have guests since l'm usually out on the road. But | try to keep it tidy.” 


Bastian watched him for a moment with a smile on his face, and Santeri’s grin widened. 


"What?" he asked. 


‘I'm just really glad | decided to come see you," Bastian told him, carding his fingers through his hair as he 
stepped closer to his friend. "I - | missed you a lot, actually." 


Something in Santeri's expression changed. At the same time, Bastian's heart ached, wanting for more. 

| missed you, too, Bastian," he said. "It's good to have you around again" 

Bastian reached out and brushed his fingertips against Santeri's hand. 

"Hey," the drummer said softly, placing his other hand on the man's chest. 

"Hello there," Santeri replied, voice lowering, and allowed Bastian to close the distance between them with a 
gentle kiss. Santeri grabbed Bastian's waist with one hand and placed the other on his cheek, rubbing his thumb 
across the younger man's skin as their mouths moved together. 

This truly felt like their first real kiss. They were alone, in private, where they could be open and 
vulnerable. There were no drugs or drinks involved, no past lovers around, and no miscommunications and 
misunderstandings. This was just them, purely them, together. Bastian found he liked this, a lot. 

Bastian's heart surged as he breathed in the familiar scent of Santeri's peppermint beard oil. He felt 
excitement and joy blooming in him as the older man slipped his tongue through his lips. Bastian reached up and 


tangled one hand into long, soft blonde hair. He let out a quiet sigh, and Santeri's hand on his waist tightened. 


Only when he felt himself being pushed away, did Bastian open his eyes and glance up at the other man, 
surprised. Santeri looked conflicted. 


"Bastian," he said shakily, one hand still on the younger one's cheek, "I don't want to be your rebound" 

The drummer furrowed his brow. "What do you mean?" 

| care about you," Santeri told him carefully. "I don't want you to be with me because you're missing 
Sylvain. I'm not here to fill that hole in your heart. That's something you're going to have to fix on your own, | 
can't do it for you. | - | don't want you to go home next week feeling unfulfilled - or guilty." 

Bastian snorted in amusement and shook his head, placing his hand over Santeri's. 

"That's not what this is about," he told the keyboardist. "lm not trying to replace Sylvain with you." 

Santeri looked doubtful, which hurt a little. Bastian leaned in and kissed him again, hard. He felt the man's 


mouth go slack under his, allowing him to do what he wanted. Weeks - months - of secretly pining for each 
other, of the growing sexual tension, had reached a fever pitch, and they were finally alone together, free of 


any reasons that had restrained them from this prior. Bastian knew Santeri wanted this, too, and he didn't 
want to wait another minute. 


He started fumbling with the buttons on Santeri's shirt before the Finn gently pushed him away again. 


"We'll get there eventually," he chuckled, leaving Bastian hot and bothered. "Let's finish the house tour first 


and perhaps have some dinner. That okay?" 


Bastian sighed, his face warm from feeling slightly embarrassed. Apparently his desperate desire to be 


immediately naked in bed with Santeri wasn't reciprocated with quite as much urgency. 
"Fine." 


He looked down at Taimi, who sat by their feet and was watching them with big brown eyes, panting 
happily. As they exited the room, she popped back up to stand and follow them. 


The next room they saw was the bathroom - spotlessly clean, with an attached sauna, as expected of a 
Finnish home. After that was Santeri's home studio, which he introduced as "the keyboard room." It earned its 
name, as Bastian was sure he counted at least ten keyboards spread throughout, not including a retro-looking 
electric organ in the corner, with a station in front of a computer containing four of them alone. A Strat-style 
guitar sat in its stand by a shelving unit that was absolutely packed full of vinyl records. Atop the casing sat 
a record player and some sizable speakers and sub woofers. Bastian desired to hear the way they sounded, and 
hoped Santeri would play him some records during his stay. The walls were dark gray and adorned with some 
sound-dampening panels and posters of Deep Purple and AC/DC. Blackout curtains covered the only window, 
blocking all natural light. A wildly patterned rug covered the hardwood floors, adding to the funky style. There 
was a purple futon, but it was currently occupied by a keyboard and wooden box of some vinyls that 


apparently hadn't fit in the shelving. 

"| spend most of my days in here," Santeri told him as Bastian walked over to the electric organ and 
touched some of the keys curiously. "That isn't a Hammond by any means, but it sounds pretty similar 
considering it was a hand-me-down from a friend. I've fixed it up a bit over the years.’ 


"How many records do you have?" Bastian asked, turning to look at the collection. 


"| don't know. A few hundred, | would guess. An ex-girlfriend left a lot of them here, actually, and | kept the 


ones | enjoyed." 


Girlfriend? You don't just like men?" Bastian asked, realizing he'd never actually asked Santeri about his 


sexuality. 
Santeri smirked. "I'll fuck anyone if they're attractive. It doesn't matter what parts they have." 


"Oh," Bastian said, and blushed at the man's straightforwardness. 


Next, they moved to Santeri's bedroom. It was similarly decorated to the guest bedroom, but it was 
warmer and felt lived-in. The bedding was more luxurious in appearance, and Bastian had the urge to crawl into 
it and curl up in Santeri's arms. Lots of daylight lit up the space from the large windows; a few small house 
plants sat on the sills. Some more items from Santeri's travels adorned the walls, interesting art pieces which 
Santeri told him came from trips to Egypt and Thailand. At the foot of the bed sat a plush dog bed. They 
didn't spend much time in there, nor the kitchen with its attached dining room, before heading back into the 


living room. 


The retro Scandinavian feel was present here. Everything was neat and clean, the neutrality of the walls 
and floors livened with splashes of color - an orange chair, a black, round coffee table, and a few more 
shelving units filled with books and DVDs - mostly classic horror movies, of course. A large, comfy looking 
brown leather couch adorned with multi-colored pillows sat in front of sizable TV, and Bastian already pictured 
himself sitting there relaxing with Santeri. On one wall, all of Santeri's accolades with Amorphis were displayed 
- gold records, gifts, and awards alike. Though he hadn't been a founding member of the band, the longevity of 
his career was clear in the amount of wall space that was covered. Overall, Santeri's house felt very 


personalized and welcoming. Bastian felt at home here. 


"Come to the kitchen," Santeri said when Bastian looked back at him. "| made a mushroom quiche earlier 


today that I'll heat up for us for dinner.” 


After dinner, when Santeri finished cleaning up and washing the dishes, he recommended they drive out to 
a nearby forest with Taimi to enjoy the last couple of hours of daylight. Bastian agreed and bundled up in his 
coat. It was chilly for spring and the sky over Helsinki was a bit overcast, but it wasn't blisteringly cold. It was 


ideal enough for a walk out in nature. 


They didn't drive far before the landscape became heavily embedded in trees. Santeri parked the car in a 
small lot by a trail and the two of them got out, Bastian holding a very happy Taimi. 


As he breathed in the fresh air and took in the peace and quiet - it was almost eerily quiet - Bastian felt 
a pang of sadness. His first thought was to take a photo and send it to Sylvain, to tell him how dearly he 
wished he was experiencing this moment with him. Sylvain wasn't much for going on hikes or being in the 
outdoors. He preferred a controlled environment with a guitar in his lap. However, Bastian knew the Frenchman 


would appreciate the beauty of this place. 
This place, where he was, with Santeri. 
Not Sylvain 
Luckily, most of the snow had been stamped down by other hikers, because otherwise, Taimi's little paws 


would sink completely. She trotted ahead of them on the leash, her tail wagging, as she stopped every so often 


to sniff a fallen branch or pile of rocks. 


They didn't talk much during the walk, just enjoyed the peace and each others’ company. Nature usually 
helped clear Bastian's thoughts, but the quietness allowed his mind to become muddled with questions - mostly 
questioning himself and why he'd made this trip and why wouldn't Sylvain just answer one damn text --- 


"Okay," Santeri said after they'd been walking for a while, "We better head back now before it gets dark." 


Back at Santeri's home, Bastian cuddled up onto the big leather couch, wrapped in a blanket, with Taimi 
snoozing in his lap, while Santeri made them tea. They picked some popular new streaming series to begin 


watching together and spent the evening doing just that. 


Bastian managed to contain himself for about an episode and a half before gently ushering Taimi off his lap 
so that he could make his move on Santeri. He knew once he had his lips on Santeri's again, that the thoughts 
of Sylvain would fade to the back of his mind at least temporarily. Santeri was fully receptive to him this time 
when Bastian kissed him. Quickly, they managed to end up horizontal on the couch, with Bastian becoming drunk 
off of Santeri's lips. Their hands roamed freely, Santeri's finding contented placement on Bastian's round ass and 
squeezing. That touch drove the young Dane crazy, and he rolled his hips down, showing Santeri the effect it 
had on him. 


Bastian wore joggers and Santeri wore track pants; essentially, nothing was hidden between them, and 
Bastian could feel the thickness of the blonde's cock straining against his pants. He rutted their hips together 
as they continued to kiss, barely taking breaks to gasp for breath. 


"Want you," Bastian managed, "so badly." 


"Mmm," Santeri purred, and Bastian paused to go for the buttons on his shirt. Santeri grasped his wrists 
with strong hands and stopped him. "Keep kissing me, muru" 


He didn't need to be told twice. The Dane attached his lips to Santeri's neck and suckled happily, feeling the 
older man shifting beneath him and breathing heavily. Apparently that was a good spot. Santeri clawed at his 
back and thrust up, whispering indecipherable language. Bastian trailed his lips up to the man's ear, which he 
nuzzled, and then he nibbled underneath his jaw before diving back into his lips. 


Santeri moved his hands back down to Bastian's ass and pulled him down, grinding upwards as he did. 
Bastian's eyes rolled back at the pressure. It felt so good - the perfect amount of teasing to make him 
desperate for more. 


Unfortunately, Santeri wasn't going to let him have it. 


"Shall we take this to the bedroom?" Bastian murmured as he dotted more kisses along Santeri's jaw and 


neck. 


"Hmm, not tonight," he replied. 


"So right here, then?" Bastian asked, again going for those damn buttons - but Santeri stopped him once 


more. 


"Let's just enjoy our time together,” Santeri said, tipping his head up to kiss Bastian again. "No need to rush 
things." 


"| don't want to rush," Bastian said. "| just want to fuck" 


Santeri snorted, amused, and sat up, forcing Bastian into a seated position on his lap. In another movement, 
Bastian found himself suddenly up in the air as Santeri stood up, holding him up by the rear. 


"Oh my God," he exclaimed in surprise, clinging to the man's shoulders. Santeri chuckled and carried him 


with surprising ease all the way to the quest bedroom, where he dumped him onto the bed. 
"I think it's bed time," Santeri said. "What do you say?" 


"| disagree," Bastian said, clinging onto the older man as he tried to pull away. "I want you to keep me up all 


night." 


"Well, /" Santeri said, slowly disentangling their limbs, "want you to really think this through another day 


and make sure this is what you truly want." 
‘Its not obvious?" Bastian said, laying there in resignation as the older man straightened. 
"Just think it over for one more day," Santeri said, winked at him, and left the room. 


Bastian laid there, perturbed, listening to the quiet sounds as Santeri moved about the house, turning off 
the lights, letting Taimi out one more time for the bathroom, brushing his teeth, and eventually going silent 
when he presumably disappeared into his bedroom for the night. How did Santeri have such self-control when 
Bastian was losing his mind over how badly he wanted him? 


Bastian finally stood up and padded out of the room, down the hallway, and into Santeri's bedroom. 


"Can | help you?" asked the blonde upon hearing him enter. He was under the covers already, in the dark. 
Bastian slowly navigated his way around the bed, trying not to bump into anything - his toes brushed against 
Taimi's dog bed - and discarded his clothes down to his underwear before climbing into the bed with him. 


"| didn't come here to sleep alone," Bastian told him, and moved close to Santeri, who lay facing away from 
him. He wrapped an arm around his waist and tucked his body into him fully, becoming the big spoon. He was 
pleased to see Santeri had also stripped down to his boxer-briefs. His smooth, muscular back was fiery warm 
against Bastian's own skin. He'd happily burn tonight. 


"Fair enough," Santeri said, placing his arm over Bastian's. Pointedly, Bastian pushed his hips forward, lewdly 
demonstrating between Santeri's ass cheeks that he was still half-hard. The older man was dismissive. "Good 


night, Bastian" 


"Good night, Sande," Bastian said, and pressed a kiss to the back of the man's neck. 
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The next morning, when Bastian cracked open his eyes, he felt at peace. No anxieties rose in the back of his 
neck. Loneliness didn't creep through his skin as it had every day, each morning for months. At some point in 
the night, they'd flipped around, and now he faced the sunny windows, with Santeri's heavy arm thrown over 
his side. Bastian smiled and shifted slightly. As he moved, Santeri's arm tightened around him and he heard the 
man let out a soft murmur. He felt Santeri squeeze him closer and press a kiss to the back of his neck. 


Shuddering contentedly, Bastian arched his back a little and pushed back his butt to test the waters. 


Something thick and hard met the hump of his ass, and Bastian warmed up with need. He'd woken with his 
cock half-erect, but feeling the excitement of the man behind him made him stiffen further. He covered 
Santeri's hand with his own, gently brushing his fingertips across the man's wrist. He pushed his ass back 
again, and Santeri responded by moaning quietly and thrusting forward. God, that moan He could certainly get 
used to that sound. 


"Fuck," Bastian hissed, heady with desire. Santeri's hand slid down and clutched his hipbone roughly, pulling 
him back. He pushed forward again, and Bastian could feel the dampness from Santeri's precum seep through 
the thin cotton layers of their boxer briefs. For a while, they luxuriated in their lazy morning desperation, 
grinding lewdly against one another. And then Bastian got brave and guided Santeri's hand to the front of his 


underwear so he could feel how hard he was. 


"Mmm," Santeri moaned, grasping Bastian's hard cock through the fabric and massaging it. As he did this, 
he nibbled along Bastian's shoulder. The young Dane arched his back further, sighing with pleasure. Santeri was 
just moving to slip his hand down the front of Bastian's underwear when Taimi leaped onto the bed out of 
nowhere, startling Bastian and greeting them both with a friendly bark. 


"Moi-moi, sweet Taimi," Santeri greeted, removing his hand from the drummer and instead reaching out to 


pat her on the head. "Looks like you need to go outside and then have some breakfast, hmm?" 


The dog panted happily, barking once more. As Santeri sat up, she hopped off the bed, and Bastian heard 
her trot into the hallway. The Dane sat up as well, annoyed that they'd been interrupted. He was achingly hard, 
so desperate to finally get what he wanted with Santeri. He reached around for his glasses and placed them on 
his nose, running a hand through his hair. It was a bit greasy; he supposed he needed a shower. 


"I thought we could go to Porvoo today," Santeri said over his shoulder as he climbed off the bed and 
stepped off down the hallway. "H's this cool old medieval town. | think you'll like it” 


"Okay," Bastian said, feeling defeated. Clearly he wasn't getting his morning sex. He got out of bed and 
wandered to the guest bedroom to find his phone. No messages from Sylvain. He scrolled social media for a 
few minutes, allowing his morning arousal to fade. 


He sat down at the kitchen table as Santeri was letting Taimi back inside from the backyard. 
"Porridge or toast for breakfast?" the older man asked him, heading to his fridge. 


"Toast sounds good," Bastian said, "Thanks." 


They chattered idly as the blonde prepared breakfast for them after feeding Taimi. As Bastian bit into his 
rye toast with quark and lingonberry jam, he mentioned Sylvain hadn't messaged him since the wedding. 


Santeri took a moment to reply, savoring a sip of his black coffee, before his bright blue eyes settled on 
Bastian's. 


"I'm not sure how you want me to respond," he told the drummer. 


"Oh - I'm sorry?" Bastian said, confused. 


"| could tell you that | hope he reaches out to you," Santeri said, "but that would be a lie." 


"Oh," Bastian said again, setting down his toast on his plate. 


| want you to be happy," the keyboardist went on. "Whatever that takes. If its Sylvain that makes you 


happy, then | want that for you. But last night, you came into my bed begging for me. Don't you think that's 
going to make things difficult if Sylvain finds out?" 


Bastian gaped at him for a moment before nodding. He opened his mouth to speak, but Santeri went on: 

‘Ive spent the last couple of months being a shoulder to cry on and an ear to listen. | know you're hurting 
and confused. | want to support you. And | also want to support you in making the right decisions. If you and | 
go down this road together, you can't take that back. | know you and Sylvain aren't together right now, but he 
won't be happy when you tell him what we've done - whether you end up back together or not" 


"I just sort of figured I'd cross that bridge when | got there," Bastian said awkwardly, face reddening. 


Santeri sat back, tapping his fingers on his coffee mug. 


"That's what's wrong with kids your age," he sighed, shaking his head. Bastian bristled up immediately at 
that. "You're too impulsive. You want what you want in the moment and you never think about the 


consequences." 
"Excuse me?" Bastian said. "Kids my age? ‘Impulsive? 
"Am | wrong?" Santeri asked. 


The younger one faltered, annoyed, as he tried to think of a response. He finally settled on a simple, "Fuck 


you." 


Santeri smiled, unaffected, which annoyed Bastian further. 


"Sorry," the keyboardist apologized, though he retained his air of self-righteousness. "We Finns tend to be 
pretty straightforward." 


"No shit," Bastian said. He pushed his plate away, knowing it was rude to leave his food only half-eaten, and 
left the kitchen to go back to the guest bedroom, where he sat on the bed, pissed. Santeri thought of him as 
nothing more than an immature kid? He needed a moment to calm himself before he said something he didn't 


mean. 


Some time passed before Santeri eventually entered the room and stood at the edge of the bed, muscular 
arms folded over his bare chest. Even though Bastian was annoyed with him, he couldn't deny how magnetizing 
he looked, standing there in just his underwear, his skin so smooth and pale. 


"Sorry | called you a kid," the Finn said. "I'm well aware that you're a grown man" 

"That's what | get for touring with a bunch of horny middle-aged men," Bastian muttered, staring down at 
his hands. He'd never felt like this with Sylvain, at least not at the beginning of their relationship. He'd always 
thought they were on the same page, that their age difference and experiences didn't matter. With Sylvain, it 
was rarely even talked about. They were just them, happy, and age was nothing more than a number. Clearly, 
though, it was an issue for Santeri. Or did he get off on being more mature, more experienced? 

Santeri snorted. 


"We still friends?" he asked. 


Bastian nodded, now feeling like he really was a kid in the older man's presence. He ached for Sylvain, wishing 
he could call the Frenchman and hear his loving, reassuring tone. Instead, he was left feeling betrayed. He 


thought Santeri respected him and saw him as an equal, but now he wasn't so sure. 


"Okay. Then lets get ready and go enjoy the day," Santeri said. "Take a shower and get dressed, Bastian" 


About an hour later, they were walking the cobblestone streets of Porvoo. It was a bit warmer today, so 
most of the snow had melted, and the sun was shining. The town was very picturesque. In the back of his 
mind, Bastian had a fleeting thought of what it would be like to own an old cottage here with Santeri. It would 
be ideal, peaceful. Could Bastian live with Santeri? Could they fall in love and fit together like a puzzle, like 
Bastian had fit so easily with Sylvain? The Dane didn't want to think too deeply about that fantasy, lest he get 


carried away. 


First, they got ice cream and strolled the neighborhood, walking along the water's edge and taking in the 
views. It was quiet, as they were far from the bustling city of Helsinki. A few couples wandered about near 
them, and Bastian found himself wondering if Santeri was the type to hold hands with his lover in public. His 
hand twitched as the urge to find out came up - or maybe he was just cold. He finished his ice cream and put 
his hands in his hoodie pockets. 


They browsed a few artisan shops before entering the city's museum. They spent some hours in there, 
while Santeri told Bastian about some of the items on display as though he were a docent himself. Finns always 
were passionate about the history of their country, at least from what Bastian had experienced. It was 
admirable and endearing that Santeri knew so much. It took him back to the day in Hamburg, when Sylvain and 
he had spent the day at the art museum together with Tomi and Santeri. He loved watching people he cared 
about light up with excitement when they talked about their passions. 


He so badly wanted to kiss Santeri. 
Their last stop was a cafe on the water that served a special pastry Santeri insisted Bastian try. Bastian 
nibbled on his Runeberg tort as Santeri explained the history and significance behind it. The drummer wasn't 


usually one to contemplate his food beyond the taste. He had a sweet pastry and therefore he was happy. 


Nonetheless, he entertained Santeri's historical facts with questions and a smile. 

By the time they got back to Santeri's home that evening, Bastian realized he hadn't checked his phone for 
a text from Sylvain all day. Maybe this trip had been good for him after all? 

They barely had their shoes and jackets off when Bastian decided he didn't want to wait another minute. 
Because now he was thinking about Sylvain again, and he didn't want to think about Sylvain. He just wanted to 
feel good. And this had been a long time coming. 

"Sande," he said, circling his arms around the bigger man. "Please can we just..." 


Santeri chuckled slightly and allowed Bastian to lean up and kiss him. 


"You're sure?" the older man asked as their lips parted. He dropped his hands to Bastian's waist and held 


him. The younger one burned with desire. 


"Yes, I'm sure," Bastian said firmly. "I've wanted you for so long and | don't want to wait anymore." 
"Oh? How long have you wanted me, exactly?" Santeri asked, reaching up and cupping Bastian's cheek 


"Longer than - longer than | should have," Bastian admitted, and kissed the blonde again. They started 


moving in the direction of Santeri's bedroom. 
"You wanted me when you were still with Sylvain?" Santeri wondered, grinning playfully. 


"| - | shouldn't --" 


‘Its okay to desire someone else when you're in a relationship," Santeri said "As long as you don't act upon 
it, right?" 

Bastian flushed red, feeling like he'd been caught cheating. But Santeri was correct. It was only human 
nature to be attracted to more than one person at the same time. Maybe that was why Santeri was so 
accepting of Esa's multiple partners throughout the years. But Bastian still wasn't proud to admit how long he'd 
been having these thoughts about Santeri. Especially since he'd been with Sylvain the entire time. 


"You can tell me the truth, Bastian," Santeri tried. Bastian gripped the Finn close, skating his fingernails down 
the back of his shirt. "Its just you and me here." 


‘| love Sylvain ---" 
"But you were curious about what it would be like with me, too, weren't you?" 
Bastian looked away, feeling guilty. 


"Look at me," Santeri demanded, placing his thumb under Bastian's chin, and Bastian obeyed him 


automatically, shrinking a bit under his intense blue gaze. 
"Yes," Bastian said. 
"Yes, what?" 
"Yes," Bastian sighed, hot with guilt and desire simultaneously, "| wanted you while | was still with Sylvain" 
"Good boy," Santeri said softly, and kissed him hard. The pet name made desire rip through the young 
drummer's body, and he kissed back fervently. They tried to make it the few more steps to the bedroom, but 


Bastian was done waiting. He fell to his knees in front of the older man and reached for the button on his jeans. 


He could see the hard lump through the fabric and he palmed it, extracting a needy moan from the man in 


front of him. Santeri leaned back against the wall, placing his hands in Bastian's hair as the Dane unzipped his 
pants and pulled out his thick cock. 


Shit. 
This was finally happening. 


Bastian breathed in Santeri's musk before leaning in and swiping his tongue along the underside of his cock. 
Santeri hissed at the sensation, his fingers tightening in Bastian's hair. 


"Yes," he sighed. Bastian didn't tease him for long before accepting his whole cock into his mouth. He bobbed 
his head along, swirling his tongue across every vein The older man sounded like he was falling apart with 


every sound he made. 


Santeri stopped him, directing him to stand up. They shared a rough kiss, and Bastian reached down to 
stroke the keyboardist's cock 


"Lets go to the bedroom," Santeri said, putting his hand over Bastian's. "| want to do this the right way." 


Bastian nearly stumbled over his own feet as he hurried to the bed. He turned around to face Santeri, and 
the Finn shoved him down onto the bed on his back before getting on top of him. Bastian moaned with delight 
as Santeri began assaulting his neck with kisses. He spread out his arms, and Santeri grabbed his wrists, pinning 
him down. He bucked up his hips, his cock aching in his jeans. 


"I've been dreaming about your body since Amsterdam," Santeri said breathlessly between kisses. "I tried so 
hard to not feel this way, trust me, | tried. You were with Sylvain. And you trusted me to be your friend. God, 


| wanted you." 
"But now I'm not with Sylvain," Bastian told him, a little overeager. "Now you can have me." 


Santeri made a noise that sounded a bit like a growl and he bit Bastian particularly hard on his collarbone 


before raking his hands up the drummer's shirt. 


"Take these fucking clothes off," Santeri said, his hands working quickly to help Bastian strip naked. Once 
Bastian was free of his clothes, Santeri paused after taking off his own shirt to admire the young man's 


healthy body. 


"Look at you," he said, his voice deep and raspy. Bastian was proud of his body, and he took care of himself. 
He knew his muscles were part of his appeal, and Santeri clearly liked what he saw. Santeri had seen him naked 


before, but they'd been pretty drugged up that night. 


Tonight, they were both sober and completely open to each other. This memory wouldn't be clouded by an 
alcohol-fogged mind. 


Santeri bent down and kissed the tip of Bastian's weeping cock. A string of precum clung to Santeri's pink 
bottom lip as he looked back up at the drummer, a few strands of blonde hair falling down to obscure his face. 
This image was more beautiful than anything that the entirety of the city of Porvoo had to offer him, Bastian 
thought. 


He reached out and tucked the fine hair behind Santeri's ear. He ran his thumb across the Finn's cheek 


before he bent down and wrapped his lips around his cock. Bastian's thighs tensed and he dropped his head back 
onto the bed. He kept his hand in the man's soft hair, stroking him as he sucked his cock. 


He was incredible. Bastian writhed happily beneath him, happy sighs escaping his kiss-plumped lips. He was 
starting to feel really good when Santeri stopped and sat up. 


"Turn over," the blonde directed, guiding him onto his stomach. Bastian tucked his head into his arms and 
spread apart his thighs for his lover. Santeri immediately saw something he liked. 


"Nice," Santeri breathed, kneading large hands across Bastian's ass cheeks and spreading them apart. "Look 


at that pretty little hole. Not a single hair. Did you do that just for me?" 
"Yes," Bastian answered with a small giggle. 
"Wow," Santeri admired. 


Well, at least the Finn appreciated the distress Bastian had gone through with the waxing. He'd have to 


remember to thank his sister for convincing him to go through with it. 
Santeri swiped a tongue along the crack of his ass and Bastian lurched forward, gasping. 
"Mm, you like that, aarre? You want me to eat your ass?" 
"Yes," Bastian said, "please!" 


"Begging for it," Santeri noticed, pleased. "You never have to beg with me. I'm happy to give you whatever 
you want." Santeri kept Bastian's ass spread and began to eat him out, worming his tongue inside his hole. 
Bastian felt the soft strands of Santeri's hair tickle his skin as the older man licked him. He luxuriated in the 
feeling, clenching the bed quilt with shaky hands. The keyboardist rubbed his hands along Bastian's back, 


pressing him down 


After a moment, Santeri broke away to find lubricant, which he used to thoroughly prepare Bastian. The 
drummer was humping the bed and murmuring in Danish by the time Santeri finished fingering and stretching 
him. And then he instructed Bastian to flip back over so that they could see each other. It was now that 
Bastian was truly faced with reality: he was going to let someone else - someone who wasn't Sylvain - fuck 


him. 


"Is this okay, Bastian?" Santeri asked, positioning himself between Bastian's thighs and lifting up his legs. 
Bastian nodded. 


Santeri smiled at him, and his eyes were gentle, still so playful and lively. Bastian trusted him. He maybe 


was even falling for him. 


Santeri's cock was thick as it breached him. Bastian brushed his hand over his cock, trying to keep himself 
hard as the Finn began to thrust into him. It felt like a deep, hot burning sensation He felt so full, and yet 
Santeri's cock kept pushing impossibly deeper inside. His legs quivered. The long-haired man gripped his thighs 
and leaned down to connect their lips. 


Bastian gasped and put a hand around Santeri's broad shoulders. This position felt so intimate. Too intimate, 
really - too intimate to escape away from the pain he suddenly felt from making love to someone that wasn't 
Sylvain. He didn't want Santeri to notice that he was feeling uncomfortable, so he tried to relax. 

He let Santeri fuck him for a while, slowly, as the older one waited for him to get used to being filled. 

"Are you okay?" Santeri asked, pausing. "You feel so tense." 

Shit. 

"l'm fine," Bastian insisted and pulled Santeri's face back down to kiss. "Just fuck me," he breathed into the 
older man's lips. Santeri tucked his head into Bastian's neck and sucked on his skin as he continued to fuck the 
young Dane. Bastian closed his eyes, willing his thoughts of Sylvain away and trying to give in to sensation 

Santeri continued to drive into him, and Bastian finally relinquished himself to pleasure. He could enjoy being 
with someone who wasn't Sylvain They weren't together. Sylvain wasn't even thinking about him right now, so 
he might as well have fun with Santeri, right? 

‘lm going to cum," Santeri gasped. "Oh, my God!" 

His fingernails dug into Bastian's thighs, and the drummer watched as Santeri's orgasm washed over him. 
He cried out, fucking out every last drop into Bastian. The Dane felt Santeri shaking as he finished and collapsed 
on top of him. 


"Wow," Santeri said, kissing Bastian on the lips. "You're so incredible." 


Bastian held Santeri close to him, listening as the Finn's breathing slowly returned to normal. He certainly 
didn't feel as incredible as Santeri claimed he was. 
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Bastian lay there beneath Santeri, wondering why he didn't feel right. There had been all this lead up to 
finally being with Santeri, and yet Bastian didn't feel gratified. He felt.. empty. 


He absently stroked Santeri's soft hair as the man kissed his sweaty neck. The Finn was an amazing lover, 
sure. He made Bastian cum twice in one session, which was something only Sylvain had ever been able to get 
out of him. Santeri was also very attractive, and Bastian felt comfortable around him. The man had become 


one of his best friends very quickly. They were compatible in every way. 
So what was the problem? 


Internally, Bastian ached for Sylvain. They were on a break, or whatever it was, sure. But he knew that he'd 
betrayed Sylvain, at least in some manner, by coming to Finland knowing this would happen. He knew he'd have 
to eventually tell Sylvain what he'd done, especially if they were to get back together. If they weren't going to 
get back together, well.. Bastian didn't want to think about that. 


He felt a painful lump form in his throat and tried to swallow it away. He didn't want to cry. He didn't want 
to feel like this. He'd really hoped being with Santeri would solve all his problems, or at least make him feel 


better for the time being, but now he just felt lost. 
Santeri rolled off of him and pulled him close, kissing Bastian on his forehead. 


‘I've been wanting to do this since the day we met," the keyboardist said, oblivious to Bastian's inner 
turmoil. "It was worth the wait." 


He stroked a thumb over Bastian's cheek and looked at him with a smile, adoration in his sky-blue eyes. 
Bastian managed to smile back and leaned forward to kiss him so he could break their eye contact. He was 
afraid that if Santeri looked close enough, he could see all the thoughts within his mind. He didn't want Santeri 


to notice his doubts and start to worry. 


The kiss, however, turned heated, because apparently Santeri hadn't had enough of him yet. The older man 
hummed happily into his lips, reaching his hand down and cupping Bastian's cock. Bastian pressed into him 
automatically. 


"Look at you, already getting hard again," Santeri chuckled into Bastian's lips. "Don't worry. We'll make up for 
lost time, mussu" 


Bastian was still a little confused about how he felt and didn't want to have sex again so soon. But he didn't 
want Santeri to ask him questions, so he pretended everything was okay and went along with it. He'd have time 


to think later. 

Santeri pulled Bastian into his lap and ran his hands down his thighs. 

"Ride me, mussu," he said, gripping his hips and guiding Bastian onto his cock 

Bastian slowly sat back on it, watching Santeri's face contort in pleasure as he filled him. The drummer 
placed both hands on Santeri's broad chest to balance himself and began to move, rocking his hips slowly. Being 
stuffed so full was a hard feeling to get used to. 

"Yes," Santeri moaned, watching him intensely. "You're so tight, Bastian" 

He thrust up and Bastian cried out in surprise, scraping at Santeri's chest with his fingernails. 

"You like that?" Santeri asked, grinning. He dug his fingers into Bastian's hips and thrust up again. Bastian 
began to ride him faster, harder. The bedroom filled with the sounds of their desperate moans and grunts as 
they collided their bodies against one another. A new layer of sweat broke out on Bastian's skin, but he kept up 
his pace, despite his thighs starting to ache in protest. He'd be sore later, but he didn't mind He and Santeri 
watched each other intently as they approached the brink. 

Santeri cursed loudly as his orgasm washed over him. Bastian felt him shoot his load inside. He moved his 
hips until he felt the man relax beneath him, and then he got off and laid down beside him. Santeri immediately 
wrapped him in his arms and pulled him close, kissing him on his sweaty cheek. 


| wish | could fuck you forever," he purred as Bastian melted into his hug. "Never leave this bed 


The older man ran his hand down Bastian's chest, and the drummer placed his hand on top of his. Santeri 
entwined their fingers together, and Bastian desperately wished it was Sylvain's hand that was in his. 


"Then let's not leave," the Dane said, tilting his head and meeting the other man's gaze. "Let's stay here. 
Always." 


Santeri looked surprised at that, but a huge smile broke across his face. His blue eyes crinkled at the 
edges; his face looked young and full of life despite him being seventeen years Bastian's senior. The drummer 


realized there was a lot he didn't know about this man, about all the years he'd lived before Bastian came into 
his life, and he felt a hard pang of guilt for allowing things to get this far. He really hoped Santeri wasn't falling 
for him. He didn't know if he could handle this when his heart remained with Sylvain. The man had been 
adamant about Bastian knowing what he wanted before they proceeded, yet.. 


As he looked into eyes the color of the summer sky, he still longed instead for those of a deep, rich 


brown. 


They spent the next few days mostly in bed. Sometimes they fucked other places, like the sauna, the 
couch, the kitchen table, the studio, or Santeri's car. They didn't end up going out to all of the places Santeri 
said he'd wanted to take Bastian Sometimes they made it as far as the garage before deciding they needed to 
fuck again. The older man couldn't get enough of him, and Bastian loved all the attention. 


Any time Bastian was itching to check his phone for a text from Sylvain, Santeri had a way of knowing. He'd 
distract him with a touch or a kiss. There was a point where Bastian began to feel like his body was becoming 
one with Santeri's. Even when he showered, he still smelled like Santeri. The Finn was all over him, stuck on his 


skin like a tattoo. He didn't really feel much like himself, but he felt happy. He felt at home. 


Bastian was resting with his head in Santeri's lap one evening, a few nights before he was meant to go back 


home, absently scrolling on Instagram, when it finally happened. 
He got a text message from Sylvain 
"Call me," it said. 


Bastian's heart somersaulted. Santeri was stroking his hair absently, unaware, watching whatever show 


they'd been marathoning on Netflix most of the day. 
"Sande," Bastian said, sitting up, heart pounding in his chest. He showed the text to him. 


"Oh," the man said as he focused on the words in the message. He forced a smile, but it was a worthless 
effort. Bastian could see the crestfallen look flash across his face before he hid it away. Shit "Go ahead, 
Bastian." 


"This - he could be ready to get back together, Sande. | don't - | really like you - I've really loved being 
with you this last week," Bastian stammered, wanting to spill out all the words he could to show the 
keyboardist how grateful he was, how much he cared. He hadn't been expecting this. He'd figured he would be 
back home in Denmark before Sylvain reached out to him again. Hell, he was certain the man might not even 
talk to him until the next time Soilwork had a show. He was conflicted "You've been so amazing. | was looking 


forward to these next few days with you. You've become such an important person in my life." 


"IFs okay," Santeri said, maintaining his gentle smile. "Go call him. Let me know how it goes." 


Bastian paused. This phone call could change everything. Was he ready to go back to just being friends with 
Santeri? Surely, if Sylvain's love was on the line. He hadn't exactly planned to like Santeri as much as he did, 
though, and ending this sweet little new affair was going to be tough. Painful, actually. He actually felt 
disappointment. 


Still, he surged forward and kissed Santeri deeply, lovingly. He kissed him like it was the last time. 

Because this was the last time. 

He held the older man's face with both hands. Santeri placed his hands on top of his, keeping him there as 
he kissed back. Bastian took the time to memorize the feel of Santeri's lips, the bump of his nose, the tickle of 
his beard. The scent of peppermint. The way he tasted. 

He started to back away, but stopped to kiss Santeri once more, placing one hand in his soft long hair. 

"Please," the man said into his lips, his voice breaking. His tone sent Bastian's head spinning. "Just call him." 
He gently, firmly pressed Bastian away. Shaking, Bastian nodded and stood. He glanced at Santeri one more time, 
but the Finn just smiled weakly at him. God, it hurt to see Santeri look at him that way. 

Bastian felt himself overtaken with guilt. He shouldn't have taken things so far, but he'd been vulnerable. He 
had needed someone to distract him from thinking of Sylvain every waking second, and Santeri had volunteered 
himself by inviting him to stay with him. They'd both known what they were getting into when Bastian agreed 
to come to Helsinki. Surely Santeri knew he could get his feelings hurt if things went the way they did. 

He pushed those thoughts away, his body tensing with nerves as he walked down the hall and into Santeri's 
bedroom and shut the door. He'd been waiting so long for this. He sat on the bed, took a deep breath, and 
called Sylvain 

The man answered after one ring. 


"Bonjour, mon ange" 


Bastian felt his throat tighten in an effort to stifle a sob of joy. He hadn't been expecting Sylvain's term of 


endearment. His heart flew over the moon. 
"Hey," he managed to say shakily. "I've - I've missed you so much." 


"I know. I've missed you, too," Sylvain replied earnestly. "I'm so sorry, Bastian. | didn't mean to take this long. 
| had every intention of coming back to you, but | just needed to work some things out by myself 


"I know, | know, it's okay," Bastian said quickly. Tears started to build in his eyes and cling to his lashes. 
Taimi trotted into the room and looked at him curiously before jumping onto the bed and curling up in his lap. 


"IFs okay." 


| haven't stopped thinking of you for one minute,’ the Frenchman went on "I know | hurt you by cutting 
you off. It hurt me just as much - even more, really, believe me." 


| never stopped thinking of you, either," Bastian promised, patting Taimi on her soft head. "God, Sylvain, it 


feels so good just to hear your voice again. Please, please tell me we're... | mean, if you're ready." 
‘lm ready, Bastian," the Frenchman said. "It may seem silly, but | started seeing that therapist, and | ---" 
“That's not silly, Sylvain," Bastian interrupted, his voice cracking slightly. "OF course that's not silly." 


"You wouldn't think a man my age would need help figuring this shit out," Sylvain laughed. "But my therapist 


helped me realize that you're - you've been the best thing to ever happen to me." 

The tears fell freely now and Bastian's cheeks hurt from smiling. He was shaking. 

"I had so many insecurities from past relationships," Sylvain explained. "I built these sort of coping 
mechanisms for when | felt our relationship was threatened. Its something I've done in past relationships, too, 
not just ours. | can recognize this now as its happening and work to react in a way that's better for me and 


us. Healthier." 


"This is great, Sylvain," Bastian said. "If you communicate with me, | can help you, too. | want this to work. | 


- | love you, so much" 


"| love you, too, Bastian," Sylvain said. "| never stopped for a second. | wish you were here. | want to hold 


you. | want to kiss you so badly. l'm so, so sorry | kept us apart so long. | miss you like crazy!" 
Bastian's heart swelled inside his chest. More teardrops fell, dampening his shirt collar. 
"| - Il get a flight," he found himself saying without thinking. "I'll come tomorrow if | can find something.’ 
"To France?" Sylvain asked, surprised. "Are you serious?” 


"Yes - I'll look right now. I'll book the first flight out. Is that okay?" 


Sylvain went quiet for a few seconds, and Bastian hoped he hadn't been too forward too fast. He was ready 


to be with Sylvain again immediately but wasn't sure if the Frenchman felt the same way. 


"Yes! Sylvain finally said breathlessly. "Yes, of course, mon ange. Shit, are you really serious?" 


"Yes," Bastian said, feeling the nerves stiffening his body melt away into excitement. "I need to see you. | 
can't wait for the tour. I'll move some stuff around. Is - is that okay?" 


‘OF course it's okay," Sylvain said, chuckling softly. "I'll have to clean up around here. Its a fucking mess. 

Bastian laughed, blinking more tears out of his eyes. 

| wouldn't care," he said, "I'd be too distracted looking at my beautiful boyfriend to notice such things." 

"Mon ange," Sylvain said, then paused. 

"What?" 

"| never want to be without you, ever again" 

When Bastian padded back out into the living room after getting off the phone, Santeri rose up from the 
couch, concern painting his face. 

"You're crying," he said, reaching out and brushing a tear from the Dane's cheek. "What happened?" 

Bastian giggled, then clapped his hand over his mouth, trying to contain himself. 

Santeri furrowed his brow, confused. 

"You're... happy?" 

Bastian nodded, then reached out and squeezed the older man into a tight hug. 


‘lm flying to France tomorrow to be with him." He began to weep openly, clutching Santeri tightly. Santeri 
wrapped his arms around his waist and rubbed his back. 


"Tomorrow?" 


"Yes," Bastian sniffled. "I'm so happy, Sande. | was so worried it might be over for good, but we're together 
again We're actually back together.” 


Bastian stepped back, plucking off his glasses to wipe the moisture from his eyes. Santeri rubbed his arm 
comfortingly. Bastian swore the Finn's eyes were a little wet as well, but he was too focused on Sylvain to 


start overthinking that situation. He'd save that for later. 


‘Ive never cried like this over anything. Over anyone," Bastian said, placing his glasses back on his face and 


laughing sheepishly. "I'm actually a little embarrassed." 


Santeri chuckled. "It's okay. There's no shame in getting emotional over someone you love." 
The drummer bit his lip, trying to steady his breathing. 


"Will you take me to the airport tomorrow?" he asked. He could tell Santeri was trying really hard to be 
happy for him, and he appreciated that. 


‘Of course," Santeri smiled. "I'm sorry our time together is being cut short, but | am really happy for you, 
Bastian. | know how deeply you love him. He's a good man" 


"Thanks, Sande," the drummer said earnestly. "I really mean it when | say that | appreciate the time we 
spent together this week" 


The keyboardist nodded and combed a hand through his hair. 


"Of course. It's getting late, though. | suppose we ought to retire for the night so you can pack your 
things?" 


Bastian was overwhelmed with joy. In less than 24 hours, he would be in Sylvain's arms once more. A day 
still seemed like an eternity to be apart from his love. 

After he finished packing his bag, it was time for bed. Bastian didn't feel right sleeping in the guest 
bedroom, and so he found himself entering Santeri's room out of habit. 


"Bastian," Santeri started, seeing him approaching the bed. 


"Please," the drummer said, slipping under the covers and scooting close to the Finn. "I just want to spend 


one more night with you." 
"We shouldn't," the older man said. "We can't. It's not right" 
"Can | at least just sleep here?" Bastian tried. 


"No nin" Santeri sighed, opening his arms and allowing the younger man to cuddle into him. "Why are you 


doing this, Bastian? You're making this hard for me, rakas" 


‘Im just not ready to say goodbye to you yet," Bastian said, tucking his head under Santeri's chin. "You've 


done so much for me. You're my best friend. | just want to hold you." 


"Okay," Santeri said. 


Bastian wrapped his arms around him and fell asleep to the sound of Santeri's beating heart. 


Bastian leaned in and kissed Sande on the cheek as he parked his car at the airport departures the next 
morning. He prepared to say all the words he'd rehearsed in his head. He didn't want to forget anything, 
because he wasn't sure when he'd see the man again. He took a deep breath. 

"Santeri, | just want you to know that | think you're an incredible person and an amazing friend and even 
better lover," he said, spilling the words as quickly as he could, "and that in another life, if things were 
different, if Sylvain wasn't ---" 


"No," Santeri interrupted him, "please. Let's not talk about things like that. Things arent different. Things are 
the way they are, and that's okay. I've had a good time with you. And | treasure our friendship." 


Bastian grinned so hard that his cheeks hurt. 
"Thanks, Sande." He paused. "When will | see you again?" 
Santeri shrugged, looking down at the steering wheel. 


"Summer festivals, probably. I'm sure we'll be on at least one of those together. Otherwise, you're always 


welcome to Finland." 
"And you to Denmark," Bastian replied. 


"Don't worry," Santeri said when Bastian still hesitated to part. "We both have cell phones and access to the 


internet. You can message me every day." 
"You won't get sick of me?" Bastian asked. 


Santeri smiled sweetly and shook his head. "Never. Now get the hell out of my car and go see your 


Sylvain" 


Vingt-Neuf 
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Many thoughts swarmed Bastian's head from all directions as he sat in the plane. He hadn't told Sylvain he 
was in Finland. He didn't even know how to approach the subject. He was terrified that, upon being reunited with 
the man, he'd immediately kick him to the curb and tell him to go back to Denmark. He knew he had to be 
honest, though, if they were going to start again. He wanted a clean slate. He wanted to give Sylvain his all, and 
he really hoped the Frenchman felt likewise. He'd say or do whatever he had to in order to prove this. 


He was torn over Santeri. He was starting to feel as though he'd taken advantage of his kindness and used 


him to cure his loneliness. Santeri deserved so much more. But Bastian was confident the keyboardist would 


move on without issue and find someone who was worthy of him. Hopefully he wouldn't go crawling back to 


Esa, 
Fuck, he would miss him, though. 
He forced away the recent memories of their reckless lovemaking the last few days. Bastian's toes still 


curled just thinking about how good Santeri gave it to him. But it had always been good with Sylvain, too. And 
he was going to have Sylvain again in just mere hours. Hopefully. 


Bastian still had a train ride to Nancy after the plane touched down. He sent Sylvain a text saying he'd 
made it to France and would be at his place soon. After he boarded a bus to the train station, he called 
Santeri. 

"Moi" Santeri answered. "You're in France?" 

"I am," Bastian said, watching the city pass by through the bus window. "I'm really starting to get nervous." 


"Dont be nervous," Santeri told him. "You two are meant to be together. You'll make things work." 


"What if he hates me for going to see you?" 


"He shouldn't," the keyboardist said. "He broke things off with you. What else were you supposed to do?" 

"| don't know," Bastian sighed. "Wait for him, | guess." 

"You did wait for him, mussukka" Santeri pointed out. "For months. You had every right to do what we did" 
‘| suppose," the Dane said. "I don't regret what we did, but I'll regret hurting Sylvain because of it" 
Sylvain is no saint," Santeri said. "He can't expect you to be one, too." 

"What do you mean?" 

Santeri was quiet on the other end for a few seconds. 

Finally, after a moment, he said, "Nothing. Just ignore me." 


That didn't sit right with the Dane, but he moved on. They chatted until the bus reached the train station, 
and then he said goodbye. 


"Things are going to be okay," Santeri told him. "You'll see. Just talk things out" 

Bastian's heart caught in his throat as he stepped off the train at the station near Sylvain's home in 
Nancy a few hours later. 

There he was 

The love of his life, standing there with a bouquet of roses, waiting for him. 


As soon as their eyes connected, Sylvain sent him a beaming smile and waved him over. Bastian hurried the 


few meters to him and threw his arms around him in a tight hug. 

"You're going to suffocate mel" Sylvain exclaimed, laughing. Bastian released him and the Frenchman 
presented him with the flowers. "For you, mon ange. | know flowers cant make up for missed months, but its 
a start, yes?" 

Bastian took the bouquet and smelled it. Fresh. 


"Thank you," he said. He realized he was shaking a little. 


"I figured we could walk to my place," Sylvain told him. "It's only about half a kilometer from here. And the 
weather is beautiful. Many of the tulips are already blooming." 


They began to walk, and Bastian felt very at peace to be with Sylvain again. He knew they were going to 
have some difficult things to talk about, but he'd enjoy this time in limbo while he could. 


The walk was beautiful. Most of the streets were cobblestone and the buildings were centuries old. Sylvain 
had been right about the tulips. Flowers of all colors were blooming in plant boxes on nearly all the windowsills 
they passed. A few others milled about the streets. Sylvain waved at one or two people - his neighbors, 
perhaps - along the way. Bastian kept glancing at him in grateful disbelief, admiring his pale skin and silver hair, 
the way his eyes squinted against the sunlight, and the way his pleased smile remained on his face the entire 
walk. 


They made it to Sylvain's apartment in no time, chattering idly the whole way. It was a neoclassical building, 
much like many of the ones they had passed. Sylvain swung open the heavy wooden front door and gestured 
for Bastian to head in. They walked up a stone staircase, and the guitarist let them inside the first door to the 
right. 


The apartment was old and small. The wooden floorboards creaked as Bastian stepped inside. Immediately to 
his right, there were stacks of guitar amps and monitors. Two big windows overlooking the street let in plenty 
of sunshine. Sylvain didn't have much on the plaster walls apart from a few landscape paintings and some 
awards related to his career with Soilwork. There was a lonely plaid couch in front of a television. One of 
Sylvain's guitars took up a seat on it. Nearby to the windows was a computer desk, where Bastian figured 
Sylvain did most of his work with music. His silver guitar was propped up beside it and the monitor was on, as 
though Sylvain had been working on something before going to the station to meet Bastian. Some of the place 


looked familiar, as it had been in the background during many of their video calls. 


Now that they were in the privacy of Sylvain's home, Bastian felt he needed to speak - to let loose 
everything he had to say and unleash all his insecurities and desperation and desires. But he didn't know how to 
start. He took a breath, figuring he'd just go for it. 


"Sylvain, Laer 

The guitarist shut the door behind them and looked at the drummer with so much emotion in his brown 
eyes - those eyes that Bastian had been longing to see again for months. It caused all words to get caught in 
his throat. 

"We can talk later," Sylvain said, grabbing Bastian's hand and leading him to the bedroom, "if that's okay." 

"Okay," Bastian said gratefully, depositing his bouquet of roses on one of the amps as he was led away. 
Bastian was all for putting off the talking until later, mostly because he was terrified of the results that would 


come. 


‘Im so sorry," Sylvain said as they entered his room. "I'm so, so sorry, Bastian. | should've never kept us 


apart like this." He spun around, and before Bastian knew it, Sylvain's lips were on his in a bruising kiss. He'd 


gotten used to the way Santeri kissed him, and so it took Bastian a second to adjust. He fell into it, everything 
rushing back to him at once: Sylvain's taste, his smell, the way he felt under Bastian's hands. It felt natural and 
right. 


He was overcome with love. It crushed him, expelling the air from his lungs. He gripped Sylvain by the hips 
tightly and backed him into his bed. There was nothing he needed in the world more than Sylvain Coudret, not 


even oxygen. 


He flattened Sylvain onto the bed and assaulted his neck with kisses. Sylvain ran his hands down his sides, 
but Bastian grasped his wrists and pinned them down. 


‘I've missed you so much," Sylvain gasped, writhing beneath the drummer. He sounded so desperate, as if 


he were seconds away from tears. Bastian felt he could cry right now, too. 


‘| love you," Bastian said. He bit Sylvain's neck and nibbled up his jaw to his ear, where he clamped his teeth 
down on the man's silver earring and tugged. The guitarist made happy noises beneath him, struggling to break 


free of Bastian's grasp. "/ love you | love you. | love you." 


‘| love you, too," Sylvain responded, tilting his head and receiving a kiss. Bastian plunged his tongue into his 
mouth, re-familiarizing himself with all things Sylvain. He finally released one of the man's wrists in order to 
card his fingers through the soft silver curls. Just as silky as he remembered. He reveled in the sweet sounds 
Sylvain let out into his lips. 


Sylvain was in his staple black t-shirt and skinny jeans, but not for much longer. Bastian sat up, pulling off 
his own black clothing, and watched as Sylvain stripped as well. So pale, so immaculate. Perhaps it was 
immature of Bastian to want to mark his territory, to paint Sylvain's soft skin with black and blue, but he dove 


down anyway and began to suck anywhere the man would let him. 


The guitarist moved languidly beneath him, moaning bits of broken English. It wasn't long before the man 
was begging for Bastian to fuck him, and Bastian, of course, was much obliged. He'd been denied Sylvain's 


heavenly body for months. 


‘I've missed this," Bastian said, slowly guiding his cock inside, allowing his lover to adjust. He was so 
incredibly tight. He grabbed Sylvain's thighs, holding him in place, and began to move within him. Sylvain's head 
dropped back and his eyes fluttered shut. 


"So good," he sighed, gripping onto the pillow beneath his head, "mon amour: 


Bastian watched every little facial expression Sylvain made. He listened to every tiny noise. He reveled in 
how devastatingly good it felt to be inside of him again He wanted this to last forever. He leaned down and 
tucked his face into Sylvain's neck, sucking on his skin and slowing his pace. Sylvain whimpered, wrapping his 
arms around Bastian and holding him so tightly he could barely breathe. Bastian could hardly believe this was 
happening. He felt dampness at the corners of his eyes and realized he had begun to cry. 


A few days ago, he was certain he'd never be in this place again Now that he was here, he savored it. He 


moved slowly within his boyfriend, keeping himself from the brink. 
"Mon ange, l'm going to cum," Sylvain murmured shakily, his breath hot and moist in Bastian's ear. 


"Yes," Bastian sighed, breathing him in and smiling as he felt jets of hot cum hit his stomach. Sylvain 
moaned, digging blunt fingernails into Bastian's back as he was wracked by his high. He felt the man shake 
beneath him for a few seconds before relaxing again. The drummer kept his face against Sylvain's neck, kissing 
him nonstop. He continued as long as he could, but eventually that unmistakable feeling began to build within 


him. Soon, he was cumming in his lover once more, quivering as the high hit him. 


They delighted in the afterglow for a long time, lazily cuddling and kissing and stroking fingers across skin. 
They murmured little words of affection, and the sun got low in the sky, casting orange across their naked 
bodies. Sylvain was so angelic in the natural light from the windows. Sometimes, Bastian forgot what the man 
looked like outside of the dimly lit neon of dingy little dark bars and night clubs. One thing never changed, 


despite whatever environment they were in: he was beautiful. 


After a while, Sylvain broke their contentment with a particularly serious statement, which sent Bastian's 


head reeling. 

"I know you were in Finland," the Frenchman said. 

Bastian froze, his mouth agape, and paused the gentle circles he'd been drawing lightly on Sylvain's bicep 
with his fingertips. His whole body tensed. How would he explain himself out of this? He suddenly wanted to leap 
out of the bed and lock himself in the bathroom. What did Sylvain know? How did he know..? He knew it was 
going to come to this, but he underestimated how much it would terrify him when he was faced with having 
to tell the truth. 

‘lm - Im so sorry, Sylvain," he tried, not knowing how else to begin. 


"Why are you sorry?" Sylvain interrupted. "Did you do something you should be sorry to me for?" 


Bastian couldn't tell whether Sylvain was upset. He was looking at him so intensely. He wanted to shrink into 
nothing, just disappear and hide from those big brown eyes. He didn't want to see hurt there. 


"| - | went to see Santeri," he stammered. 
"I know," Sylvain said. 
They stared at each other for a moment. Bastian felt panic rising deep within him. This was it. Sylvain was 


going to tell him it was over. He was going to make him leave. He was going to force him to quit Soilwork. He 


would never get to see him, ever again 


"Please -," he began. 

"It's okay," Sylvain told him, holding up a hand. "Do you love him?" 

Bastian sat up, placing his head in his hands. Sylvain sat up as well, watching him steadily. 

"No," the younger one said. "Not like | love you. He's only a friend" 

"Then there's nothing to be sorry for," Sylvain said. Bastian allowed a small bit of relief to wash over 
himself at that. "I told you | needed time. | couldn't expect you to wait for me. Not when | left you confused 


and alone." 


"But | should have waited for you," Bastian said, and repeated himself, "| should have waited for you. You're 


the only one | want." 
"Bastian," Sylvain said, and his voice sounded a little uneasy, "there are some things | need to admit to you." 
"Wait. Before that," Bastian said, tensing again, "how did you know | was in Finland?" 


"Well, that's the thing," Sylvain told him, laughing, but without humor. He ran a hand through the short 


curls on his head and looked away. "Esa and | have been talking.’ 


"Esa..." Bastian felt sick to his stomach. He stared down at his hands in his lap, suddenly wishing he wasn't 


naked. He felt vulnerable. Small. "Of course it was fucking Esa" 


"Please," Sylvain said quickly, "before you assume anything, | just want you to know that | don't want him. | 


don't have those feelings for him anymore." 
"How would Esa know | was in Finland?" Bastian wondered. "Unless Santeri..." 


"He told me Santeri told him," Sylvain said. "He also told me not to tell you that, but | don't give a shit. Why 


would | not tell you?" 

Bastian was desperate for answers. Why would Santeri tell Esa that he'd come to Finland to visit when he 
knew this could happen? Bastian hadn't necessarily meant for it to be a secret, but he also thought it was just 
between him and Santeri. He wasn't mad at Santeri, though. He was mad at Esa for going behind their backs 
and telling Sylvain, probably hoping to use it to his advantage. 

"And you've been talking to Esa," Bastian said. "Is this recent?" 


Sylvain picked at the callouses on his fingertips, again not making eye contact. 


"We reconnected during the tour," he said softly. "After | told you we needed time apart.” 
"Okay," Bastian said, waiting. 


"When | began acting distant from you towards the end," Sylvain went on, "I was jealous because | thought 


you wanted Santeri more than me." 

"| never --" Bastian tried to insert. 

"I know," Sylvain said. "But that's how my brain works. I'd seen the way you looked at him. And | don't 
remember much from Amsterdam, but | remember your blissful look when he pleasured you. Its burned in 
my fucking memory, Bastian. | know we were all consenting, but even as high as | was, | still felt hurt. You 
looked like you belonged in his arms. Not mine." 

Sylvain..." Bastian said, his heart breaking. 

"Did he give it to you as good as | do?" Sylvain asked, 


Bastian sucked in a breath, shaking his head to give himself pause. 


"Sorry," the Frenchman quickly said before he could formulate a sentence. "Don't answer that. | don't want 


to know. That was just - that was just jealousy talking. You had every right to be with him last week" 
"He's a good man, but he'll never be what you are to me," Bastian said 


"I know | pushed you towards him by being distant," Sylvain went on. "That wasn't my intention, but | fucked 


up. | can't blame you for growing close with him. And Esa saw the opportunity and moved in" 
Bastian bristled up again at Esa's name. 


"At first | was taken with old emotions," Sylvain said. "| have to be honest, Bastian. | considered going back 
to him." 


"Really?" Bastian asked, the word hurting as it scraped past his throat. He continued staring at his hands, 
feeling tears stinging the corners of his eyes. This time, he wouldn't be crying tears of joy. He knew this would 
be hard, but this wasn't what he expected at all. He thought he'd have his own explaining to do, but Sylvain had 
been messing around, too. That fucking hurt. Knowing Sylvain's history with Esa, it really fucking hurt. 


"He was very convincing," Sylvain said. "He said all the things | wanted to hear. All the things | begged for 


him to say years ago." 


The quiet of the room was starting to sound loud in his ears. Bastian's jaw hurt from clenching it. 


"Did you sleep with him?" he forced out, his voice hoarse. 


Sylvain didn't answer right away. Bastian couldn't bring himself to look up and see his face at that moment. 
The seconds seemed to drag by as he waited for the other man to speak. 


"Almost" 

Almost 

"We fooled around a bit on the last few nights of the tour, just kissing and touching. But it didn't feel right 
to do more than that." Bastian's heart sank as the man kept talking. Just kissing and touching... Just kissing and 
touching... "Amorphis played a festival here a month and a half ago. He wanted me to come out and see him. He 
got us a hotel room and everything. But | didn't go. If | had, I'm not sure what | would have done." 

"Why?" Bastian asked. 


"Why? Sylvain repeated. 


"Why didn't you go? We weren't together a month and a half ago. You broke up with me. You could have 


done whatever you wanted with him," Bastian said. 

Sylvain shook his head. 

"Esa didn't change at all from when we were together years ago," he told him. "We would have fallen into 
the same patterns. My therapist helped me see that. | would have only gotten very fleeting happiness from 
Esa and then | would be filled with guilt because he's not you. He could never be you." 

Okay..." Bastian said, allowing this to sink in. He finally looked back at his lover. "So what now?" 

"What do you mean?" Sylvain asked, finally looking his age, the lines around his eyes deep with worry. 


"Where do we go from here?" Bastian asked him. 


The guitarist appeared so vulnerable and pale "You don't want me anymore, do you? Please don't tell me 


you don't want me anymore." 
"When did | say that?" 
Sylvain shrugged, back to picking at his fingers. 


Bastian took a deep breath. 


| came here terrified to tell you that | spent the last week with Santeri," he began. "And then | come to 
find out that you already knew, and that you almost ended up running off with Esa. | think - | think we're even, 
yeah?" 


Sylvain snorted but smiled slightly at that. 


"Look, Sylvain," Bastian continued, "I want to do anything | can to make this work. We have to start all over, 
start clean. | can forgive you for cutting me off these last few months and talking to Esa if you promise you'll 
never do this to me again. If you promise me you'll frust me. | want you to give me your all. And | will give 


you everything, too." 


"Are you sure, Bastian?" Sylvain asked, reaching out and taking the drummer's hands in his. "You still want 
me despite what | did?" 


"There's not much you could do," Bastian told him, "to make me not want you, Sylvain" 
He leaned forward and kissed Sylvain on the forehead. 
"You want to make this work, don't you?" he pressed. 


"More than anything in the world, mon ange," Sylvain said earnestly. His big brown eyes were full of 
emotion. Bastian placed both hands on the older man's cheeks and leaned in to kiss him again, this time on the 


lips. Soft and gentle. 
"Then let's talk," Bastian said, pressing their foreheads together. "Let's just talk everything out, yeah?" 


Sylvain placed his hands over top of Bastian's and nodded. "Okay." 


They did talk, deep into the night. Sylvain admitted all his fears and hang-ups. He talked about his therapy 
sessions and detailed some of the trauma from his past relationships. He talked more about Esa. Bastian told 
him about his own run-ins with Esa, worried for the older man's reaction to his former lover coming onto him. 
But Sylvain had just smiled sadly and shrugged. He didn't feel anything for Esa anymore, he said, and hearing 
that he'd tried to sleep with Bastian barely phased him. That was only further proof, he claimed, that he'd 
moved on from Esa and wanted nothing to do with him. Bastian let out all of his feelings about Santeri - about 
his appreciation for and attraction to the mon. It was clearly a sore spot for Sylvain, but they worked through 
it the best they could for now. Bastian knew it would come up again down the road, but he was dedicated to 
being the best person he could be for Sylvain now. He'd reassure the guitarist as often as he needed, every 


day, for as long they remained together. 


He felt like he'd learned more about Sylvain in this one evening than he had in the three years he'd been in 
the band. His affection for him grew only deeper. Sylvain had many cracks, but he was not broken like he 


claimed to be. He was self-aware, and he was working on it. He was certain they could spend the rest of their 


days together, and their relationship would only become stronger. Talking so openly and honestly was scary, but 
it was rewarding. It proved what so many people had told Bastian: he and Sylvain were meant to be. 


He'd never felt closer to the man. 

Only when the sun began to rise outside the window did Bastian realize they'd been up all night. His eyelids 
were growing heavy, and Sylvain seemed to be less long-winded now. His voice grew raspy and his English got 
lazier, allowing some garbled French to slip through - but Bastian still understood him. 

When Bastian suggested they maybe get a few hours of sleep, Sylvain agreed. 

"But wait," he said, a tired smile crossing his pink lips. "| have something for you first, if thats okay." 
"Okay," Bastian said, sitting up. He watched as Sylvain turned and reached into the drawer of his bedside 
table. He'd noticed earlier that Sylvain kept the books he'd bought for his birthday sitting there underneath his 
glasses. He was glad Sylvain read them - or at least appreciated them enough to keep them beside his bed. It 


gave him a warm feeling. 


But not as warm a feeling as what bloomed through him when Sylvain turned to him and presented a small 


black box. 
"Sylvain." he said, before he could formulate any actual thoughts. 


"I know I've told you | do not want to get married again," Sylvain said. "And | know how important it is to 


you. And this isn't a proposal, Bastian, but it's the best that | could do." 


He opened the box to reveal a silver band. His hands shook visibly as he plucked it from its cushion and 


handed it to a dumbfounded Bastian. 


"This is me - this is me promising," the man said, his voice faltering slightly, "that my whole heart will be 


yours until the day | die." 


Bastian opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. He took the ring and examined it, blinking a few 
times as the script engraved on the inside came into focus. Mon ange, it said. 


"I know you probably weren't expecting this," Sylvain said, “considering | didn't speak to you for weeks. And | 
wasn't sure if I'd even give it to you, because | was terrified over how today would go. | was certain you'd 
never want me back after the way | abandoned you." 


Still, Bastian was unable to speak. He slid the ring onto his finger and stared at it. 


"I just want you to know that no matter if we are a thousand kilometers apart or living on top of each 


other in a smelly tour bus for months on end, you will always be the first and last thought in my mind, every 


day." 
When Bastian still didn't talk, Sylvain hurriedly went on. 


"I know we have a long way to go," he said. "I know | have a lot to work on, but | swear, | will give you 


everything- eal 


"| love you," Bastian finally blurted. It didn't feel like enough. It felt like nothing compared to everything the 
older man had just said to him. But hopefully it got the point across. 


Sylvain smiled sheepishly, his eyes looking a bit wet. He touched the ring on Bastian's finger. 

"IF it's Too much, you don't have to wear it. | just thought --" 

"Its perfect," Bastian told him. 

"Wait - | just remembered,” Sylvain said, pulling out the little velvet cushion from the black box and 
retrieving something from beneath it. "| bought this for you, too. Because when you drum - when you're 
drumming, | don't know if it would get in the way, and | still want you to be able to wear it” 

He held up a silver chain necklace. 


"You can wear it around your neck." 


"Thank you," Bastian said, taking the chain and opening the clasp. He removed the ring from his finger and 
dropped it down onto the chain. "Will you put it on me?" 


"Yes," Sylvain breathed, taking the chain back. Bastian turned himself around and faced away from his lover. 
He waited as the older man carefully lowered the necklace around his collar. The chain felt cool and delicate 


around his neck. Sylvain did up the clasp and gingerly brushed his fingertips against Bastian's shoulders when he 
finished. 


The Dane turned back around. 
"How does it look?" he asked. 


"Great," Sylvain said, eyes flicking between the ring sitting against his bare chest and Bastian's smiling face. 
"Do you like it?" 


"I think I'll keep it for a while," Bastian chuckled, reaching up and fingering the ring. "Thank you, Sylvain. It's 
beautiful." 


He reached forward and pulled Sylvain close to him, holding him tightly and laying them both down on the 
mattress. Whatever he had to do to make this work, he'd do it. He promised himself. 


"I love you so much," he said, kissing Sylvain and nuzzling his cheek. He tucked his face against the older 


man's chest. 
‘| love you too, mon ange," Sylvain replied, yawning. "This bed feels so much cozier with you in it, you know." 
"Good," Bastian said, "because | plan to stay for a while." 


"Perfect," Sylvain replied When Bastian looked back at him, his eyes were already closed. He placed his hand 
against the ring on his chest and fell asleep to the soft cadence of Sylvain's breathing. 


l'épilogue 


Author's Notes: 

Sorry this took so long, but the accident put things on hold. | can't believe | started this story right around a 
year ago. I've never completed a work of this size, and it feels like the end of an era for me. l'm a little 
emotional, not gonna lie. There are things I'd go back and change or add, but overall, I'm really proud that | did 


something like this. | may write some spinoffs related to this story in the future, so stay tuned for that. 


Anyway, | made a playlist for the story. Each song is in order by chapter and | had fun putting it together. If 


anyone wants to check it out, here's the link! 
htps://music.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLDFmFnV_cqbSfkdqa5x30W IMm30D T3UI 


Thanks again to everone who has read my story. | never thought I'd have any interest in it when | started, so 
it exceeded my expectations. Much love to all 


Things weren't easy for a while. Bastian really struggled a lot - they both did. The next year was filled with 
ups and downs. At times, it seemed the negatives outweighed the positives of remaining in a relationship with 
Sylvain, But all it took was enough time away from the man for Bastian to realize he didn't want to live his life 
without him. When they were apart, his heart ached, and he was nearly crippled with homesickness for his 


lover. 


They fought a lot when they first got back together. They had trouble trusting one another again, 
especially when they were living apart between shows. They took turns between staying in France and Denmark. 
Sylvain often argued with Bastian right before he'd return to Copenhagen, accusing him of wanting to cheat as 
soon as he'd get home. The drummer would throw that right back in his face, reminding him of his past with 


Esa. Admittedly, it was toxic, and Bastian was worried they wouldn't be able to come back from that. 


For the sake of the band, Sylvain continued therapy, and Bastian supported him. Oddly, when they toured, 
they didn't fight at all. Touring was as easy as falling back into old patterns as friends - knowing when to give 
each other space and when to talk and bring issues to the surface. 


In a way, Soilwork healed their relationship. Bastian's favorite nights were those winter evenings in Nancy, 
laying in bed with his head on Sylvain's belly, talking about music ideas and memories from shows. Second to 
that were the seemingly endless nights traveling down dark roads in a bus. Touring could feel so lonely, and yet 
loneliness rarely came when Bastian could tuck himself against his boyfriend's side, listen to his heartbeat, and 


feel any negative emotions evaporate right away. 


Helsingborg, Sweden 


Over a year had passed since Sylvain and Bastian had gotten back together, and festivals were lined up for 
the summer. And David Andersson had, apparently, planned a Midsommer wedding. 


A surprise Midsommer wedding. 
Soilwork were in Helsingborg to rehearse for their upcoming shows. Bjorn had recently purchased a 
summer cabin on the coast, so after they left the studio, the guys headed there under the guise of circling 


around a beach campfire and eating whatever David wanted to throw on the grill for them. 


However, when Sven pulled into the long gravel driveway, Bastian saw lots more cars than he was expecting. 


Bjorn, David, and Rasmus had gone ahead of them in Bjorn’s car, so the extra vehicles were a surprise. 
"Some guests this evening?" he asked curiously. 


"You'll see," was Sylvain's cryptic answer, followed by a secretive smile as he glanced over at his boyfriend 
and squeezed his hand. The three men got out of Sven's car and headed up the rest of the driveway. 


"What's all this? A Midsommer party?" Bastian wondered as they approached the house and came through 
a small veil of trees. There were two long tables with wooden chairs set close to the shoreline where Rasmus 
was tending to a bonfire. Near the tables was a beautiful maypole. There were a few ribbons and sprigs of 
flowers decorating the tables and some of the trees. Unobstructed, in front of the ocean, was an arch covered 
in more flowers. To Bastian, it looked strikingly like a wedding arch. Near to that was a keyboard and acoustic 
guitar. They'd be having some sort of musical entertainment tonight, apparently. 


He glanced at the house and saw someone he definitely didn't expect walking out the door with two very 


ornamental flower wreaths on her wrists. Following her was David. 


"Amalie!" Bastian yelled, waving as he walked towards them, quicker now. "What on earth are you doing 


here?" 
"That depends," his sister said, grinning widely. "Are you up for a wedding this evening?" 
"A wedding?" Bastian asked, embracing her in a hug. "Whose wedding?" 


"Yours, of course," she giggled, placing one of the flower crowns upon his head. As she straightened it, 
Bastian jerked his head over to look at Sylvain. 


"Whats going on?" he asked. 


Sylvain grinned big and brushed their hands together. 

"Mon ange," he said, “this is my gift to you." 

None of this was clicking. Bastian looked between David, Sven, Sylvain, and Amalie with his jaw dropped. 

"l'm so confused," he managed. 

"Well, its not a real wedding, of course," David cut in, smiling happily. He, too, had a flower crown adorning 
his bald head. They all did. Amalie moved onward to put on Sylvain's. "This is in no way legally binding. | took one 
of those online courses to become an ordained minister when Sylvain approached me about this. Of course, 
none of this will be recognized in Sweden as a legit marriage - nor anywhere else. Its mostly just for the 
symbolism of it - right, Sylvain?" 

Bastian looked at his lover, who grinned and nodded. 


"Right!" 


"He let me plan the party, though," David added proudly. "I think | did a good job. Invited a few of your 


friends as well." 
"That explains all the cars," Bastian said. "You all knew about this?" 
By now, Rasmus wandered over to their group from the beach. 


"Yeah. Surprise wedding. Fun, right?" he exclaimed, leaning against David with one arm. "We've been planning 
this for, like, three months! l'm surprised Sylvain didn't spill the beans early." 


Sylvain..." Bastian said, "You had them do all this?" 
"Yeah," he said. "| wanted to celebrate our love with our friends." 
"So you came up with the idea of a fake wedding?” Bastian asked. 


"IFs less fake and more ceremonial," David cut in Bastian glanced around at everybody again. They were all 


looking at him expectantly, waiting for the drummer to agree to the idea. 


"This is really sweet," Bastian said, "but l'm literally in shorts and a sweaty t-shirt. I'm meant to get fake- 


married looking like this?" 


His friends all laughed at that, and his sister said, "Don't worry. | brought you some dressier clothes from 


home." 


"You look beautiful to me no matter what you're wearing," Sylvain said, rubbing his lover's back. Their 
friends cooed and made kissy faces at that, while Sven said something in Swedish about Sylvain being 
‘obnoxiously French." 


"This is okay, then?" Sylvain asked in a lower voice meant just for his boyfriend. "It's a gesture | thought 
would be meaningful. But | don't want you to feel forced into it. We can just have a regular party with all of 
our friends instead and forget the whole thing, if you would like." 


‘It's definitely a lot to process," Bastian admitted. "But | love that you came up with this way to express 


our relationship. l'm just surprised - pleasantly surprised." 


Sylvain grinned. He reached forward and fingered the ring hanging from his boyfriend's neck. Then he knelt 
down on one knee in the grass and held Bastian's hands in his. 


"Bastian Thusgaard," he said, looking up at him with total adoration in his big brown eyes, "will you pretend 


to marry me?" 
Bastian smiled big, his heart rate speeding up, and nodded. 


"There's nothing I'd rather do more," he said, and Sylvain jumped back to his feet and embraced him tightly, 
kissing him so hard it knocked the breath out of him. 


"We're having a fake-wedding!” David shouted. Rasmus, Amalie, and Sven whooped happily, and David turned 
around to hurry back into the cabin. "Wedding's onl" he called to whoever was inside. 


"Come on," Amalie said, grasping Bastian by the wrist to lead him into the cabin. "Let's get you freshened 
up for the big day." 


Bastian stepped out of the cabin later, dressed in the same suit he'd worn to his sister's wedding last year. 
Luckily, the weather was mild enough for his jacket. Now there were a few people milling about the property, 
those who had been hiding in the house. His brother-in-law was there, of course, as well as Mikael from Dark 
Tranquillity, who was talking to Dirk Verbeuren and his wife. But wait - that was Jan from Amorphis standing 
beside them! If Jan were here, then could it be possible that..? His eyes wildly searched the small gathering 
before quickly settling on the man seated at the keyboard beside the arch, next to Rasmus. 


His breath caught in his throat. 
Santeri. 


He stepped forward automatically, desperate to greet the Finnish man, but paused mid-stride. Did his 


boyfriend know Santeri was here..? Had David invited him with Sylvain's permission? Sylvain had grown much 


more comfortable about Bastian's friendship with Santeri, but he still had his jealous spats about it every so 
often. 


But Sonteri.. Bastian hadn't seen Santeri since his trip to Finland last year. Their schedules hadn't aligned so 
that they could be together in person. Sure, they called often, but Bastian wished he'd been aware that Santeri 
was coming so that he could prepare himself. Prepare himself for what, though? Shit He hadn't expected to 
have such a whirlwind of emotions this evening. And of course Santeri had decided to wear a suit jacket, which 


fit nicely over his impressive shoulders. Why was Bastian so enticed? 


He started walking again, readying himself to greet the man who had nearly jeopardized his relationship with 
Sylvain. However, he halted again when he heard his boyfriend call his name from behind him. Before he turned 
around, he saw Santeri glance up at him. Those blue eyes still shone as brightly as the summer sky, even 


from meters away. Bastian managed a half-smile before tearing himself away to greet Sylvain. 


He gasped and put his hand over his mouth. He'd never seen his boyfriend in a suit before. Hell, he hadn't 
even known the man owned one. He'd rarely seen him outside his leather jacket and black jeans. This suit was 
perfectly tailored, hugging the Frenchman in all the perfect places. He was head-to-toe in black, with the first 
few buttons of his dress shirt underneath unbuttoned, revealing his pale skin. Primal desire to push Sylvain up 
against the side of the cabin and absolutely ravish him overcame him. Combined with the flower crown atop 


his silver hair in the golden sunlight, the man looked positively ethereal. 
"Wow," was all he could say. 


| can say the same for you," Sylvain said, the sweetest smile growing on his face. "You look incredible, mon 


amour" 


As he stepped forward, probably to embrace the young Dane, his eyes flicked past Bastian's face. His smile 
fell. 


"Oh," he said. "He came" 


"Santeri?" Bastian asked softly. Sylvain pursed his lips and nodded. "I'm sorry, Sylvain. 'm sure David had no 
ill intentions by inviting him - " 


"No, no," Sylvain interrupted, waving his hand. "I told David to invite him. He's one of your best friends. | 
just figured he wouldn't be able to come." 


Bastian felt his heart flutter, despite his boyfriend's tone. Sylvain had asked Santeri to come to the party. 


That was such an incredible step for him. He was nearly moved to tears. 


"Sylvain," he said, moving into the man's arms and cupping his cheek "This means so much to me. Thank 


you, min elskede" 


"Of course. It is my goal every day to prove to you that your love is what | am working to keep." Sylvain's 


eyes looked a bit emotional at that, so Bastian pulled him into a tight hug and kissed him. 


"Save it for the pretend nuptials," came David's voice as he skirted them to head to the small gathering of 
friends. 


"You tell em, Dave," Bjorn said after the guitarist, coming out of the cabin with two big wildflower bouquets 
in his arms. He passed them to Sylvain and Bastian. "Giorgia made these for you two." 


"Wow," Sylvain said, holding the flowers up to his nose and inhaling. "Beautifull" 


"She did an incredible job," Bastian said of Bjorn's girlfriend. He felt, momentarily, a bit overwhelmed again 
His friends had gone through such trouble to prepare all of this for him and Sylvain. A little over a year ago, 


he was worried he'd never get to see a day like today. 


"Alright," David called, already near the arch. "Lets get this over with so we can get to the part where we 
start drinking!" 


Amalie staged Bastian and Sylvain in front of the arch with David. Everyone else gathered around with 
drinks in hand, big smiles on their faces. Rasmus and Santeri filled the air with twinkling melodies as David 
began to read from a script he'd written. Luckily, it felt like a casual affair, with none of the stresses of a 


real wedding - because it wasn't one. Still, even as an adult, it was fun to make believe, wasn't it? 


Bastian should have been paying more attention to the words David spoke, but he was distracted by 
numerous things. Dirk was here - he wanted to catch up with his mentor and see how he was doing. Giorgia 
was taking photos of the event, and he hoped his flower crown was straight on his head. Most distracting off 
all, teasingly, Santeri was just within his line of sight beyond Sylvain's shoulder. Bastian tried not to look at him 
and instead locked eyes with Sylvain. Today was about them. Today, all that mattered was their love. 


He allowed himself to be swept into the deep dark honey brown There was still so much in there he didn't 
know yet, things he hadn't uncovered about him. Bastian wanted to spend the rest of his life discovering every 
detail. 


David rounded up his showy, poetic speech, and the small crowd of friends cheered as Bastian and Sylvain 
kissed As that happened, their friends tossed flower petals in the air around them, and the drummer thought 
that this evening couldn't possibly be anymore perfect. He hugged Sylvain tightly, and Rasmus and Santeri's 


music began to pick up to a more energetic tune. 
"I love you so much," he said into the older man's ear. 


‘| love you too, mon ange," Sylvain said, reaching up and touching the ring hanging from Bastian's necklace. 
"Pour toujours" 


"Time to drink!" he heard Bjorn shout, and there was more cheering as a few bottles of champagne got 
handed around. Sven shoved a bottle at Bastian, so he took a big swig before handing it to Sylvain, who did the 


same. 


Bastian was sort of glad David had made the "wedding" short and sweet. It ended up being more of a 
midsommer celebration than anything. The group feasted on food prepared by Giorgia, Rasmus, and Bjorn 
Rasmus had made a strawberry cake so light and fresh, Bastian's mouth watered thinking about it long after 
he'd finished his slice. He got to catch up with his friends who had luckily been in town and were happy to 
come party. Yet it was nearly an hour into it, and he still hadn't had a chance to talk to Santeri. 


While he and Sylvain were chatting with Dirk and his wife, he happened to look over and see that Bjorn and 
David had taken over the musical entertainment for the night. David sat at Santeri's keyboard and Bjorn picked 
up the guitar, both of them easily falling into some rendition of an 80s ballad. Rasmus had gone to the bonfire 
with Mikael, Giorgia, and Amalie. 


Sitting at one of the tables, passing a bottle of vodka between the three of them, was Jan, Sven, and 
Santeri, their flower crowns in various states of askew. Bastian excused himself from his friends so he could 
head over to the table. Santeri spotted him walking over, however, and quickly did the same so that he could 
meet Bastian halfway. 


"Sande," Bastian said, a little more breathlessly than he'd intended. He felt his body fight to embrace the 
blonde, but he knew Sylvain was only a few meters away, and he didn't want to upset him. After all, the day 
had been perfect up until this point. And while he knew Sylvain had taken great strides in overcoming his 
mistrust of Santeri, Bastian didn't want to test that. 


"Bastian," Santeri said with a smile that seemed uncharacteristically timid. "Do you think you could you 


show me where the bathroom is?" 


"Sure," Bastian said automatically, knowing Santeri was hinting that he wanted privacy. The thrill that 
shivered through him was unsettling. He thought he'd moved past these feelings for his friend after all this 
time. He'd certainly convinced Sylvain that he had. He felt incredibly guilty at the rush he was getting just 


from finally seeing him in person again. 


Bastian led Santeri into the cabin, falling awkwardly quiet, as he battled internally with himself. He was doing 
nothing wrong just by simply being alone together with Santeri. 


He heard the door shut behind them, but he continued innocently to move down towards the hallway where 
the bathroom was. He didn't make it there, because Santeri's large hand encircled his wrist, yanking him back. 
He spun around and fell into a tight embrace. He wrapped his arms around Santeri's back and buried his face 


into his neck, inhaling his summertime sweat, his heat, his peppermint scent. 


"You look amazing," the Finn said, his deep voice barely a hoarse whisper. "You look so good” 


‘| missed you so much," Bastian gasped, feeling himself getting excited as Santeri put his arms around his 
waist, pulling him even closer. "We can't --" 


"I won't. l'm not going to do anything. | won't ruin what you have with Sylvain," Santeri promised, although 


he sounded weak. 
"Thank you," Bastian managed, but neither of them let go. 


"I still think about your body," Santeri said, causing Bastian to shake slightly, "and how amazing our week 


together was." 

"Sande, we shouldn't be alone like this.” 

Santeri only tightened his grip around Bastian's waist, and the Dane reached a hand up, combing it through 
long blonde hair. This felt like a losing battle. It felt dangerous. If Santeri gave in and kissed him, Bastian knew 
deep down that he wouldn't resist. But then Santeri's hold on him loosened, and the older man stepped back. 

It's really good to see you again," he said, the playful, friendly twinkle returning to his eyes. 


"Likewise," Bastian said, and then quickly added, "I wish we would have had more time together." 


"Me, too," Santeri said. "Sometimes | wish we'd met before you knew Sylvain That way | know | would have 


had a chance." He ran a hand through his hair and shook his head, grinning to himself. 


"Believe me," Bastian told him, laughing slightly, "no one has tested my love for Sylvain more than you. 
That's how | know he's the one for me." 


"But | still ended up with a close friend in all of this," Santeri said. "So | think we both won in the end, 


wouldn't you agree?" 
Bastian smiled. "Absolutely." 


"Perhaps we should go back outside," Santeri suggested, "before | try to rip that suit off of you. I'm sure 
you'd rather Sylvain have the honors.” 


Bastian chuckled. "I think you're right. But lets grab a few beers to restock the cooler on our way out” 
As the sun grew closer to the horizon at the late hour, everyone pulled chairs up to the bonfire, 


continuing to laugh and drink. Bastian had never felt happier in his life. He sipped a cocktail Bjorn had come up 
with for him and watched Sylvain and Santeri interact beside him. Surprisingly, he couldn't get a word in on the 


conversation. They strangely seemed like old friends tonight. Bastian ended up simply enjoying his drink and the 
company, pleased that his boyfriend and best friend could finally get along. Or maybe they were just drunk. 


The stars began to appear in the sky, taking Bastian back to the recording of Verkligheten almost two 
years ago, when he, Bjorn, David, Sylvain, and Sven had jumped into the freezing lake together. He really 
wouldn't change his friendships with them all for the world. And all because of them, Bastian had found the 


most passionate, intricate, beautiful love within Sylvain. 


It was early morning now when folks began to say their goodbyes or retire into the cabin to find 
somewhere on the floor to sleep. Amorphis were scheduled to play a festival in Gothenburg the following day, 
so they were hitching a ride with Mikael. Bastian got a sudden lump in his throat at the prospect of not 


knowing when he'd be seeing Santeri again. He hated to go another year without being in his presence. 
Almost as if Sylvain had sensed this, the Frenchman pulled Santeri into a super tight hug. 


"Come visit us in Nancy sometime," the guitarist said, to Bastian's complete surprise. "We would love to 


have you stay for a week!" 


"That would be lovely," Santeri told him, sending a glance Bastian's way. "I will certainly take you two up on 
that offer" 


"Great!" Bastian grinned. Sylvain let go of Santeri, so the Finn gave Bastian a goodbye hug. When the hug 
lingered a second too long and Bastian felt Santeri's fingers caress his waist as they let go, those feelings from 
earlier rushed back all over again. He still had work to do in building up his confidence in his relationship with 
Sylvain again - and in keeping his friendship with Santeri fully platonic. But he knew that he could trust both 
Sylvain and Santeri to help him with that. 


Eventually, Sylvain and Bastian were the only two left beside the dwindling bonfire. Bjorn had given them a 
blanket, and the two of them sat together, wrapped in it, enjoying each others’ silent company while Sylvain 
prodded the fire with a stick. 


"Today was perfect," he said, "don't you think?" 


"Yes," Bastian agreed. He kissed Sylvain's cheek "I don't know if | can describe in words to you how much 
this meant to me." 


"You deserved this, Bastian," Sylvain said, “for putting up with everything our past couple of years 
together." 


Bastian felt a flare of guilt again, knowing how he'd felt when Santeri embraced him earlier. He reminded 


himself that he hadn't done anything wrong. Yet he didn’t feel deserving of Sylvain's elaborate gift to him. 


He plucked a petal from Sylvain's flower crown and tickled the man's nose with it. Sylvain chuckled sweetly. 
"I love you, Sylvain," Bastian said. 


"I love you, too," Sylvain replied earnestly. "You've accepted compromise after compromise. You came back 
to me when | didn't deserve it. | don't know why the universe blessed me with you, but I'm going to fight 
every day to keep you for the rest of my life." 


Bastian knew Sylvain meant every word. He knew he would do the same for him. Yes, Bastian admittedly had 
some things to work on, but he would do anything for Sylvain. After all, they'd gotten this far, hadn't they? 
Perhaps they still had a bumpy road ahead, but he knew they were headed in the right direction 


Playfully, Bastian removed a few more petals from Sylvain's crown and sprinkled them over the man. His 
sweet smile made the drummer's heart ache with how much he loved him. He leaned in and kissed him on the 
lips. He heated up quickly when Sylvain responded by deepening the kiss right away and moaning into his mouth. 
He grabbed a lapel on Sylvain's jacket and pulled him closer. 


"Shall we consummate the marriage?" Bastian chuckled into Sylvain's mouth, but when Sylvain moaned again, 
he stopped laughing. When Sylvain was turned on, it was no laughing matter. He removed the blanket from their 
shoulders and laid it down beside the fire before laying down on it and beckoning Sylvain to climb on top of 
him. 


"As good as you look in that suit," he said, putting his hands on Sylvain's hips, "I've been dying to get you 
out of it all night" 


The blanket was soon covered in flower petals and discarded clothes. Under the moon and stars, the Little 
Drummer Boy and the Silver Fox made love to the sound of the ocean lapping against the sandy shore. They 


would fall asleep in each others' arms to wake again to the warmth of sunrise upon their skin. 


